























Thunderbirds in troubie! International Rescue is forced 
to fight for its existence against the sinister Hood. Even 
the World Navy seems against the Tracys. It wants to 
use Tracy Island to test an atomic missile. It looks as if — 
Jeff Tracy must either break security or see his organis- — 
ation in ruins. 


But did the Hood triumph too soon? Brains has a plan. 
With the help of Lady Penelope and her Cockney chauf- 
feur Parker, Scott Tracy and his brother can still save 
themselves and the world. 


All the incredible gadgets of 

the six-wheeled pink Rolls 

: ass ON and of International 
‘ Rescue’s atomic 
™ ge Thunder- 
i = cater birds are 


a oe ’ ” * used to the 
ell full in this 
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of T.V.'s most amazing family. 
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THUNDERBIRDS AWAY! 


Tne angry mutterings died away like distant thunder and 
there was a deathly hush. Even the b had ceased to 
sing. The silent watchers held their breath, 

Suddenly there was a series of deafening explosions and, 
from the conical mount huge ash-laden columns of 
flame-shot vapour gouted skywards to form sinister mush- 
room-shaped clouds thirly thousand feet high. 

Great fissures opened on the mountainside, glowing and 
emitting smoke and bellowing noises. A river of steaming 
Java a hundred feet deep boiled down the steep slope at 
fifty miles an hour, thrusting a wave of flaming vegetation 
and debris before it. 

Then the mountain blew its top off, hurling vast boul- 
ders and glowing lava far above the mushroom clouds. A 
white hot cloud of poisonous gas and dust swept down like 
lightning upon the white-walled town on the bay, and 
enveloped it and the fleecing boats in the wave-lashed har- 
bour in a holocaust of flames. 

The picture vanished from the big television screen in 
the Juxurious lounge of the Tracy house on the Pacific 
island that was the secret > of the organisation known 
to the world of the twenty-first century as International 
Rescue, 

“The third time I've seen that film,” growled Jeff 
Tracy, the greying-haired founder and commander of the 
organisation, “and it still gives me a queasy feeling in my 
stomach.” 

A bearded lecturer appeared on the screen. 

“That happened in Sumatra almost a century ago,” he 
said gravely, “Ten thousand people perished in a few 
minutes, most of them asphixiated or burned by that white- 
hot cloud of poisonous pes wich travelled at over four 


























hundred miles an hour Mut many of them could have been - 
saved if they heeded the warnings of vulcanologists. Their 
attitude was it can't happen here, But it could—and did! 
It can happen wherever a yast reservoir of heated magma 
ists beneath the earth's crust, It is happening with in-~ 
i frequency in this huge area,” 

The speaker receded and a map of the Pacific basin — 
came into focus. A pointer traced a red circle about the 
basin, from the Aleutians down through Japan and the 
East Indies and out across the southern Pacific and up the 
mountainous spine of the west coast of the Americas. 

“That is what is popularly called the Ring of Fire. Any- 
where in that vast region a mountain is liable to get angry, 
as the more superstitious natives say, and blow its top.” 

“Horrors—nothing but horrors! That’s all there is on 
the telly these days,” Grandma Tracy muttered, knitting 
away furiously. 

Jeff Tracy laughed and switched off the set. “It was 
always so, mother,” he said. ‘‘But at least this is a scientific 
horror with a message. Folk should learn to heed the warn- 
ings of scientists who’ve made a special study of a subject. 
There'd be a lot less calls on our services for a start.” 

Scott Tracy, the eldest of his five sons, glanced through 
the wide window at the feathery fronds of the palm trees 
and the white cliffs silhouetted against the cloudless blue 
of the Pacific sky. From the kidney-shaped swim pool in 
the patio below came the sounds of splashing and the 
joyful laughter of Alan, his youngest brother, and Tin-Tin, 
the lovely Eurasian daughter of Jefl’s Asiatic servant, 
Kyrano. 

“Sure makes me glad we live in a peaceful place like 
Tracy Island,” he drawled. ““The worst we have to worry 
about is a hurricane now and then.” 

“Hark at big brother,” mocked Virgil Tracy, “Anyone 
would think he leads a nice safe placid sheltered life.’”’ 

“Well, doesn’t he?” asked copper-haired Gordon, with 
a wink at the others, “It’s we guys who have to man the 
rescue equipment and do the dirty work while he just flies 
around in the overgrown cigar giving the orders.” 

Scott’s brown eyes flashed good-humouredly. ““You can 
go to blazes——” 

He broke off, the grin Maen: from his rugged face. 

















From somewhere in the depths of the house came a muffled 
explosion, 

“Great Jupiter!” he gasped. “What was that?” 

Grandma sported without looking up from her clicking 
needles, 

“What else but Brains? One of these days he’s going 
to blow us all sky high—you mark my words.” 

Scott led the stampede from the room, A few moments 
later he burst into the laboratory workshop of Brains, the 
young scientific genius whose incredible inventions had 
made International Rescue possible. 

Thick clouds of pungent dark smoke were pouring from 
an annexe doorway across the laboratory and through it 
he could see the flicker of flames, 

"Get 1 tors—quick!”” he shouted to Virgil, who 
appeared, panting, at his side. 

‘Then, clapping a handkerchief to his nose and mouth, 
he groped his way between the benches and maze of weird 
equipment and spares to the doorway from which the pail 
ol smoke was coming, 

“Brains!” he gasped. “Brains! Where are you?” 

A white-overalled figure wearing a respirator loomed up 
refore him, 
is anything the matter, Scott?” asked Brain’s calm 














voice. 

“Maiter?"’ Scott almost shrieked the word. “You make 
us think you've blown yourself up and then you ask-——” 

Scott’s words were lost in a paroxysm of coughing, 

“Don't panic, Scott!’ Brains said, “Just press that 
switch on the wall to the left of you and it will activate a 
suction ventilator and—-um—clear the air.” 

“It--it sure needs thai!” spluttered Scott, pressing the 
switch, 

The 
and fur 
remained, 

“Phew!” Scott said, holding his nose. “Whad’s dat 
sdink? Like bad eggs!’ = 

, Eh?” Brains removed his respirator, blinking through 
his horn rims. “Oh, that! H hydrogen sulphide, The— 
¢r—main constituent of—er—stink bombs. Surely you 
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2 was a faint whirring and miraculously the smoke 
whirled away. But an all-too-familiar odour 








Temember that much from your college days, my dear i. 


Scott?” 


Before the indignant Scott could think up a suitable | 


retort, his father and Virgil and Gordon appeared in the 
annexe, wearing respirators. They removed them a little 


sheepishly when they saw that the smoke was almost gone — 


and that the only sign of fire was a flicker of flames coming 
from the truncated summit of what looked like a model of 
a mountain on a large bench against the far wall. 

“What’s that?” Gordon demanded. 

“Looks like Brains has been playing at volcanoes,” Jeff 
growled, 

“Er—not playing, Mr. Tracy,” Brains protested, ‘This 
is a serious study. I—er—simulated an explosive eruption.”* 

“Sure, we heard it,” Scott grunted, “What's the big idea, 
anyway?” 

Brains blinked at him. “You were watching that tele- 
vision lecture repeat of the Sumatra disaster, When I first 
saw it a few months ago, it gave me—um—great food for 
thought. A lot of lives could be saved if people could be 
warned in time.” 

“That’s what the guy on the television said,” Virgil 
declared. “But folk are warmed and don’t always pay 
heed.” 

“That is something one can do little about, apart from 
forcible evacuation—which is easier to advocate than carry 
out,” Jeff said. “But go on, Brains! You wouldn’t spend 
time on a project like this unless you believed it was going 
to yield useful results.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Tracy.’’ Brains fingered his: glasses 
nervously and turned to the model of the volcano. 

Down the slopes, cleverly-simulated lava was streaming 
towards a model village and, even as they watched, it 
engulfed the tiny buildings and flames flickered. It was all 
very realistic—almost as real as the film they had just seen 
on the television. From terminals on the mountain itself 
and on the artificial slopes and plains about it wires ran to 
a computer bank on the wall. 

“This is my vulcanoseismograph! ” Brains said proudly, 

“What's that mean in plain English?” Scoit grinned. 

“Vulcanology—the study of volcanic activity; seis- 


mology, the study of Bure The two sciences are \ 





connected, although earthquakes are—er—comparatively 
seldom aecompanied by volcanic eruptions. One, however, 
nthe previpitate the other. i 

‘Warnings of impending eruptions are possible when 
there are vulcanological observatories as at Vesuvius and 
Usu-San and Taal and Kelud and dozens of other known 
danger points throughout the world. But there are hun- 
recy of others where there are no observatories and which 
could erupt suddenly. It—um—occurred to me that if I 
could invent an instrument that could detect the—er— 
symptoms of impending volcanic activity at a distance it 
would be of—er—inestimable value to mankind.” 

“You can say that again!’’ Jeff said gruffly. “But that’s 
# tall order, isn’t it, Brains?” 

“1 have reason to hope that 1 me 
Triey. If I ean perfect my vulcanoseismog ¢ 
short—-I anticipate it will register impending volcanic dis- 
turbanees at a range of many thousand miles,” 

Jeff clapped a friendly hand on Brain’s slim shoulder. 

“That sounds swell, Brains. Stick at it!” 

















It was about a month later, a month during which Inter- 
national Rescue had received nothing but what they had 
to regard as routine calls—for rescue from burning build- 
ings and collapsed tunnels and sunken planes and ships— 
that Brains, festooned with recording tape, burst agitatedly 
into the dining room where the others were already at 
lunch, 

“This is a chance to test it!” he gasped. 

Test what?” Jeff asked with a smile, “You've got so 
many things cooking that we never know which will came 
to the boil fingt,"’ 

“The--er--VSG!" Brains said. He waved a streamer of 
tape. “I've been picking up vibrations of fast-increasing 
frequeney for the last twenty-four hours and they now 
exceed—er—ten thousand microns. If my computations 
are right there will be a violent eruption inside twelve 
hours.” 

Jeff got to his feet, his craggy face suddenly grave. 
Although he and his sons constantly pulled Brains’s leg, 
they always took his cams forecasts seriously. 




















“Where?” he demanded. 

“T—er—calculate it will occur in the region of our refer- 
ence 4273 east.” 

Jeff strode through into the lounge, the others at his 
heels. Even Grandma, with a helpless gesture at the 
scarcely-touched lunch which she and Kyrano had so 
lovingly prepared, followed. 

Jelf stabbed buttons on an illuminated gazetteer on his 
desk and a red light gleamed on a relief map of South 
America. 

“Chile—Mt, Corcovado area,” he said. “Sparsely in- 
habited country, but we'll take no chances,” 

He pressed a hidden switch and a glass ashtray rose 
like a hinged flap to reveal a microphone. He spoke crisply 
into it. 

“International Rescue to Thunderbird 5. Come in, 
John!” 

On the wall above him were oil paintings of his five sons. 
That of John slid aside, and on a tele-scanner screen 
appeared John Tracy in his blue and lilac space station 
uniform, with the extended hand insigna of International 
Rescue on the shoulder band. 

“Yes, father?” he asked. 

“Brains reckons there is a volcanic eruption imminent 
in area 4273 east. Radio the Chilean Geodetic Control and 
warn them.” 

“F.A.B., father!” 

John went off the screen and anxiously they waited. 
Some minutes later he reappeared. 

“Well?” asked Jeff. 

John smiled. ‘“They were a little flabbergasted that we 
should know all about it, but they've had routine reports 
of mild intermittent rumblings in that area. Quite common, 
apparently, but in view of our warning they’ll take neces- 
sary steps. There are only a few isolated villages, but the 
people are stubborn and not likely to evacuate willingly.” 

“Exactly what that professor guy said on the television 
feature,” Jeff growled. “They’ve got to feel that hot sul- 
phurous breath on their necks before theyll try to save 
themselves. Well, thanks, John. Let’s hope it’s a false 
alarm. You might keep a special ear on that quarter, any- 
way.” 
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“Sure, father.” , 
Loews than four hours later John came through again. 

“It happened,” he reported. “Mit, Erebo, a five thousand 
foot peak south-south east of Corcovado, blew its top. I 
ftisked if they wanted help, but they said the lava flow is 
slow and no villages are immediately threatened. Evacua- 
tion measures are prepared and will be put into operation 
by national rescue organisation if necessary.” 

“ILA.B.,” Jeff said. “Well, we can only offer, We don’t 
want to get tied up with anything that can be handled by 
local experts. But keep in touch with developments, John. 
Eruptions have a nasty habit of escalating and getting out 
of hand,” 

Later, Jeff was to remember those words and regard 
them as the biggest understatement he had ever made, 





Standing at the wide window of his laboratory in the 
recently completed atomic power plant on the shore of 
Lake Yelcho, Professor Jorge Silva, the resident physicist 
controller, looked up at the grim white building that was 
his brain child. 

He was proud of this power station, proud of the fact 
that it was the most modern in Chile and the only one in 
the whole of South America with a cobaltium 5 reactor. 

It was because of the potential danger of this reactor 
that the pow ition had been built in this remote and 
sparsely-populated area. If anything went wrong—although 
it was a ten-thousand-to-one chance—the devastation 
would be colossal, But there was little here to damage 
except the gaunt mountains, which had withstood so many 
of nature's own blows. 

At the thought his eyes went to the north, where a great 
black cloud shrouded the peak of Mt, Erebo, a cloud from 
which still belched flame, and above which lightning 
flickered. 

Some of the grey ash had settled on the gleaming white- 
ness of the verandha outside, but the peak was too far 
away to cause him concern, It’s lava flow would drain off 
into the valleys which lay between it and Yelcho. 

A light step sounded behind him and he turned to see 
Manuel Rivera, his young assistant. 
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i Rivera indicated the volcano. “A grim but wonderful 

sight, is she not, sefior?” he asked with a smile, “Tonight 
she will light up the sky——” 

He broke off suddenly and Professor Silva glanced 
quickly at him. 

“What is wrong, Manuel?” 

“The floor, it seems to tremble.” The young man smiled 
nervously and shrugged his shoulders. “Perhaps I imagine 


ipo 


His voice trailed away and his swarthy good-looking 
face went paler. 

“Look, sefior!”” he said hoarsely, pointing an unsteady 
inact to where the mountain stream entered the lake below 

em. 

Normally the water was icy cold and crystal clear, but 
now steam was rising from it and its colour was a muddy 
brown. As they watched, the surface of the lake became 
agitated and great bubbles appeared on it and burst, emit- 
ting steam. 

The Professor tore his eyes from the scene and looked 
up at the peak of Mt. Yeldo, towering above the long 
narrow valley. His mouth went dry when he saw a wisp 
of oily dark smoke hanging over it. 

Rivera clutched his arm. “‘Sefior, it—it looks like a 
volcano, But it cannot be. There is no histor i 

“Nature takes no account of history, my boy,” the pro- 
fessor said quietly, trying to still the quickening of his 
own heart, 

Again the solid floor trembled and this time the pro- 
fessor felt it, maybe because he had been expecting it. 

He opened the window. The warm breeze that usually 
blew steadily from the coast plucked at him almost vio- 
lently. The ‘surface of the lake was churning into great 
waves. There was a faint smell of sulphur in the air. 

“Manuel—sound the alarm!” he said, his voice stu- 
diously calm. “Muster the men and order them into the 
trucks and make for the coast.” 

“But, sefior- : 

“Don’t argue, my boy. It is better to take no chances. 
Go! If nothing happens we can always return, but if we 
are caught here——” 

His words were lost in a tremendous explosion that 
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rocked the massive pyro-concrete building, Venomous 
black smoke shot up from the mountain top in a thick 
column streaked with lurid flashes. The peak that had 
looked so solid disintegrated, and huge boulders flew out 
in all directions to crash down the mountain slopes. 

lhe smoke became fiery and about the rim of the new- 
born crater appeared a strange pink froth. A stream of 
something grey and smoking and ominous welled from a 
fissure and poured down towards the river valley. 

From the workmen’s buildings beyond the power sta- 
tion, frightened shouts echoed. t 

“Get them away, Manuel! Try to keep order, Panic 
won't help.’ 

“But what about you, sefior? 

“TL must get my papers together, Pll catch you up. I have 
my hover jeep. Hurry!” 

The young man ran out and the professor heard him 
shout orders, Presently there was a roar of powerful 
motors, and a small convoy of yellow trucks, packed tight 
with men and their belongings, hurtled down the narrow 
dirt road that ran beside the lake. 

Methodically the professor gathered up his papers and 
packed them into a steel case. More violent explosions 
rocked the building, 

lhrough the window he saw that the stream of glowing 
lava had reached the upper reaches of the river now, and 
dense clouds of steam were billowing up, screening the 
mountain peak. 

The lava was travelling fast, incredibly fast. He had 
heard that down such a slope it could travel at fifty miles 
an hour, Unless he got away soon, he would be trapped. 
He hurried out, but in the central lobby he checked, the 
colour draining from his face. 

The reactor! If the lava reached it there would be an 
unholy explosion! 

The resultant fall-out would reach far beyond the area 
of the explosion, ‘This high wind would carry it across the 
border into densely populated Argentina, perhaps even as 
far as Buenos Aires and Montevideo. Millions would be 
in danger. 

He dropped his case and ran to the elevator gates, 
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entered and sped dow: 

mas buried sped mwards to the vault where the reactor 

alfway down there was another tremendous explosi 

The shaft seemed to twist and the elevator stopped THe 
light went out. The professor was thrown violently to the 
floor. Half-stunned, he lay there and the whole world 
seemed to be swirling madly about him. 

Even through the massive insulation he could hear a 

roe ee as if the heavens were raining rocks. 

ment he expect é 
buckle Pea pected the walls of the shaft to 
ut miraculously they held, and present] the buckli 
and the roaring ceased and there ian SANG ee 

But he knew it was merely the calm before another 
on penn het might obliterate him. 

nd oelow there was that deadly reactor tickin A 
It might be all right. The lava might never nook ie bunts 
knew the hope was a faint one. Even the feet-thick con- 
crete and lead walls would never withstand the tremendous 
pressure that could split whole mountains apart, 

_ If only he could get a message out telling of the danger, 
Even if he did not survive himself someone might be able 
to get here in time to prevent the threatened cataclysm, 

He remembered the emergency radio transmitter in- 
stalled as a precaution in every unit of the station There 
was one in the elevator. : 

He groped his way to it, opened the niche in which it 
rested, and switched on. To his relief the pilot light lit up. 
The radio was powered by a cell that was independent of 
the station power sources, but the violent shocks might 
pee daa red a 

He put his dry lips close to the microphon 
to gasp out a ne ies Oe oe 


In Thunderbird Five, orbiting thousands of miles above 
the earth, John Tracy’s good-looking face tensed as he 
heard the faint voice. 

A flick of a switch and the cacophony of voices and 
morse from a thousand transmitters faded abruptly and 
the lone voice became clearer, gasping out its desperate 
message. 
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“Help! ... Help! . . . Professor Jorge Silva, director 
of Yelcho atomic plant calling. . . . Mt. Yelcho is erupt- 
ing, .. . Am trapped in elevator shaft. If the lava reaches 
the Cobaltium 5 reactor... i i 

The voice faded. Desperately John tried to re-establish 
contact, but even his sensitive receivers could get no 
response 

Hie turned and switched on his monitor screen, 

“Space station to base. Emergency!” 

In the lounge of the Pacific island house, Jeff Tracy 
listened grimly to John’s message, 

Then he turned to his sons, waiting expectantly behind 

him, 
“Seott-—launch Thunderbird One, proceed to Lake 
Yeloho at maxinium velocity. You should make it in ten 
minutes from tike-off. Virgil, stand by to launch Thunder- 
bird ‘Two as soon as Scott reports what equipment will be 
needed, Gordon, you'll go with Virgil.” 

Before his father had finished speaking, Scott was hurry- 
ing across the big room to a pair of wall lamps. ‘ 

Standing with his back to the wall in one of the semi- 
circles formed in the polished floor by the scalloped edge 
of the carpet, he raised his hands and grasped the lamp 
brackets on either side of his head. 

‘That section of the wall pivoted, taking him with it. The 
of the wall panel slid precisely into place and 
the lounge became just as it was before, complete with an 
identical pair of wall lights. 

On the other side of the panel a moving bridgeway 
carried Scott into the equipment-packed cabin of Thunder- 
bird One, poised on its tail in a vast concrete pit hangar 
beneath the house. 

Siting down in the gimbal-slung pilot’s seat, he pressed 
a button on the arm and a panel slid back to reveal his 
blue uniform with its clasped hand insigna. 

While he put on the uniform, Thunderbird One moved 
to its launch ramp, then slid smoothly downwards out of 
the hangar into the Jaunch pit beneath the swimming pool. 

“Ready to launch!” he said into the intercom. 

“TA.B., son, Off you go!” answered Jeff’s gruff voice. 
“And good luck!” 

Up in the lounge, the goes silently watched the swim- 














ming pool move sideways beneath the stone- i 
to reveal the gloomy iaunch pit below. ieee 

Powerful motors thundered, The red nose cone of the 
giant rocket ship appeared, glistening in the sun. Slowly. it 
Tose on a column of flaring rocket gases, then with a 
whooshing roar hurtled away into the blue. 


RACE AGAINST TIME 


AT two thousand five hundred feet, Scott reported, 
aoe to horizontal flight, accelerating to maximum 

The powerful rocket motors whined, the silvery hull 
quivered, and like an enormous projectile the vinta 
screamed due east over the vast curve of the shimmering 
Pacific at fifteen thousand miles an hour. 

Thunderbird One could fly higher than any military 
supersonic craft, but when leaving or returning to the 
island base it kept to a ceiling of two-thousand five hun- 
dred feet to avoid detection by radar stations and ships. 

Only by taking such precautions was Jeff Tracy able to 
keep his headquarters a secret from the outer world, pre- 
cautions that were vitally necessary because he knew there 
were unscrupulous powers and individuals who coveted the 
secrets of International Resecue to use them for their own 
evil ends. Men, for instance, like the mysterious arch- 
criminal known as The Hood, who had sworn a vendetta 
against Jeff and his sons, 

Matoe island flashed far beneath the screaming plane, a 
bare, rocky island with towering cliffs haunted only by 
gulls and albatrosses. But Scott knew the island was not 
so barren and innocent as it appeared, Hidden deep in 
those cliffs were auxiliary MoreSnOps and store rooms used 
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by International Rescue for emergency repairs when con- 
diilons precluded the use of Tracy Island itself. 
Hive minutes later Scott switched on his monitor screen 


and spoke into the microphone, zh 

“Thunderbird One to Five! Can you read me, John? 

‘Yhe screen flickered into life and his brother appeared 
on Il, “Receiving you loud and clear, Scott.” i 

“My LTA is approximately five minutes, allowing for 
deceleration, Anything more from the professor?” f 

“No, Scott. Let’s hope the lava hasn’t got to him 
already.” 

“Keep your fingers crossed it doesn’t get to the reactor 
before we can get the poor guy out.” 

“Well, we'll know all about il when that baby does go 
off, Guess they'll hear the bang in New York.” i 

“Cheerful guy!” Scott grinned flatly. “This is sure going 
to be a hot spot, brother. Be seeing you!” 

Scott switched off, Already far ahead he could see the 
creamy line of breakers stretching away to infinity north 
and south, Beyond them the rocky islands and the foot- 
hills of the Chilean coastal band merged into the cloud- 
wreathed gloom of the Andes, 



















A moment later he saw a fiery glow piercing the gloom, 
coming and going like a beacon, He checked his instru- 
and charts, That would be Mt, Erebo, His destina- 

some miles to the south, 


The thought had scarcely crossed his mind when he saw 
a second glow, more lurid than the first, and knew it was 
Mt, Yelcho, 

Altering his course slightly south by east, he homed on 
that lurid beacon. 

As he hurtled over the southern tip of the big island of 
Chiloe, he fired his retro-rockets and the plane’s great 
wings extended. 

On over the Gulf of Corcovado he sped, reducing speed 
and losing height. He could see now that the waters of the 
gulf were violently agitated as if by a subterranean dis- 
turbance and great waves were dashing against the rocky 
coast, breaking far inland. Thousands of seabirds rose 
screeching and wheeling. 

A break in the clouds revealed the conical peak of Mt. 
Corcovado itself, some mS to the north east. To the 








south, the white buildings of the town of Palena huddled 
about the mouth of the river from which it took its name. © 

He thundered over the coast near the mouth of the 
Yelcho river. In a fishing village startled natives looked 
up at the great screaming jet. 

He followed the winding course of the river. Along a 
track which ran beside it streamed the tiny figures of refu- 
gees, laden down with their belongings, pushing carts and 
leading mules. ' 
__A convoy of yellow trucks, packed with men, came 
charging down the road, splashing into the river and out 
again to avoid the refugees, 

.. Higher up, the valley was filled with steam, but through 
it Scott could see the glow of the volcano that had caused 
the exodus. 

Seconds later he roared over a deserted village and 


beyond it saw the lake from which the river flowed, a | 


narrow lake some thirty miles long, its waters lashed to 
foam-crested waves from which steam was beginning to 
tise like a mist. 

Scott skimmed low over the agitated water. Through the 
mist of steam a massive building appeared, its white walls 
tinged with rose by the ruddy glow of the volcano beyond. | 

Zooming over the building, Scott saw that part of it had 
crumbled under the impact of gigantic boulders flung out 
from the volcano, 

But most of the wide flat roof, although strewn with rock 
debris and thick grey ash, appeared intact, 

As he swung in a U-turn in the narrow gorge beyond 
the power station, his exterior temperature gauge rose 
alarmingly. 

Then a sudden eddy of wind whirled the steam away 
and revealed a horrifying sight, 

Coming down the gorge, filling it from side to side to 
a height of fifty feet, was an incandescent flood of lava, 
thrusting before it a wave of steaming black mud. 

dt was moving with frightening relentlessness, making 
a booming, sucking noise. Nothing could withstand it, 
Huge boulders were pushed over and submerged, glowing 
red hot before they disappeared, Great trees Went up in 
flames like torches. 

It was difficult to estimate a speed of that river of lava, 
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but it could not have been less than five miles Se In 
less than an hour it would reach the power station. _ of 

Ax he flew back he switched on his radio, reporting 
base what he had seen. 

“['n poing to try to land on the roof of the power 
station,”* he added, : 

Ilis father’s voice was tense when he repo avi 
fon, Maintain contact. As soon as you report w! Ree 
ment you need, Virgil will take off. But rome fate i 
even al maximum speed it will take Thunderbird Tw 
thirly minutes to reach you. E 4 j 
I'm not likely to forget it, Dad,” Scott said grimly. 
“That will give us possibly half an hour to get to that re 
actor, We're going to need every minute of it Pm thin! 
Ings Hut first I’ve pot to find the professor, Stand by, ?’m 
soln to touch down,” ‘ 

, Underjets flaring, Thunderbird One settled slowly Son 
on to the roof of the power station, Clouds of grey as! 
rose like powder under the terrific downward thrust. 
Scott cut the engines. As the noise faded he became 
are of a ominous rumbling, while even through the 
insulated hull he heard the patter of falling debris. 
‘Landed safely,” he reported. “Am about to leave 
Thunderbird.” : 
io stabbed the button that opened the hatch, The acrid 
tang of sulphur fumes touched his nostrils and ash drifted 
i him on a wave of hot air. ; ; 
eh Guses this is a chore for a protective suit,” he mut- 
tered, : is é 
1 He clambered into his suit, adjusted the air vent of his 
respirator and dropped from the hatch, closing it behind 
him, ¢ ; : 

‘The ashes under his soles were inches thick. Cinders 
crunched as he moved slowly out from the shelter of the 
rocket plane, Small stones rattled on his helmet like hail. 

‘Thirty feet away was a circular hatchway. The steel 
door was locked, but a blast from Scott’s machine pistol 
demolished the locks. Inside, a short flight of steps led 
down into a large chamber filled with electronic equip- 
ment, silent now that the power was gone. 

At the end of the chamber was the door to an elevator 
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He looked towards the volcano, The dense pone) 
smoke and steam had parted and a Sousa rey ee 
jetting skywards, Thousands of feet up it | uel ue eta 
iuatie searlet umbrella that | San eran fe) . 

» clouds closed in again, glowin: 3 ; 
este sealp cored) and cold sweat Desde bron: 

"You were sure right, brother,” he mutters . ae 
cluimbered hurriedly into the hatchway. “Time’s running 

mighty fast.” A ; 
Bis thea up the winch, set it working, and lowered Se 
well into the shaft. In the light of his torch he oy 
preat cracks had pbshed up in the Mee aie: some 

+ Hi SNuUdUs dark vapour was sec iS 
a Tea feet below the 5 round floor he touched down al 
the top of the elevator ¢ The wall just above coe 
crmeked and & jagged edge thrust out over the cage, ja a 
ming I Liven if the power had been working, it woul 
have been impossible to have raised the elevator. a 

He held a sonar detector against the cage top, an 
radiated a strong, signal, But there was no response from 
4 Mt he was conscious he would have heard that,” Scott 
eG hase prim, he switched on the laser beam and began 
to cut through the inches-thick metal, knowing that he 
might be trying (0 rescue a man already beyond help, and 
conscious of that river of fire flowing down the gorge and 
that lethal reactor ticking away in the vaults below. 


shaft. It was closed and the indicator was jammed be- 
tween the ground and No, I vault. i 

“Guess that’s where the professor’s trapped,” he mut- 
tered. 

Scott found an emergency stairway near the lift. de- 
scended, but a short way down the wall had caved in, 
blocking the stairs with massive slabs of masonry, 

He went back to the upper chamber, destroyed ‘the lock 
of the door to the elevator shaft and shone f is torch down 
it. Hoist cables ran down into the darkn 
clear as far as the powerful beam reached. 

He called John at the space station, 

“Any further contact with the professor?” he asked. 

“No, Scott’? 

“Hither he’s passed out or his radio’s not working. ’m 
going to try to get him through the top of the elevator 
cage.”” 

“What about the reactor?” 

“Only the professor can locate that for us, I guess, | 
There’s no one else here.” 

“If he’s still alive.” 

“Yeah. If he isn’t—there must be a plan somewhere, © 
maybe in the lab, but the way down’s blocked, Contact 
the Chilean Power Commission. They must have blue 
prints. But time’s running out fast. I don’t like the noise 
from that volcano, Tell Dad to launch Thunderbird Two 
with the Mole. It's our best bet, Send the Firefly too. 
From the look of things up the valley we may need it be- _ 
fore we’re through.” 

“E.A.B. Scott. Good luck! ” q 
Scott hurried back to Thunderbird One, It seemed to 
him that the hail of stones and ashes descending on the 
roof was increasing. In spite of the protection of his suit, 
he found he was sweating, and he had to regulate the 

cooling system. 

From the plane he got a laser beam, a portable hydrau- 
lic winch and a thin two-hundred foot cable made of | 
berytanium, a tensile metal alloy evolved by Brains, 
which was a hundred times stronger than nylon. 

As he made his way back over the debris-littered roof, 
there was a rumbling roar that shook the massive build- 
ing, and a vivid glare lit up the gloom. 
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In the lounge at the island base, Jeff Tracy turned to 
irgil and Gordon, 
. mM ice way, boys! As soon as John gets that blue- 
print from the Chilean Power Commission he'll televise it 
lirect to you,” é r 4 
i EAB, father!” said Virgil, moving quickly towards 
a large wall picture of a rocket ship. “See you below, 
Gordon.” 
Okay! ” Gordon turned and ran from the room to take 
the passenger chute to Thunderbird Two's hangar, 
Virgil placed his back against the picture. Immediately 
it rotated vertically, taking Virgil with it. As it completed 
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its rotation an identical picture appeared on the wall 
the lounge, leaving no trace of the secret exit, 

Behind the panel, Virgil was hurtling on his back headj 
first down a chute. It levelled out and Virgil stopped. The 
chute broke at his head and feet, rotated like a turntabl 
and tipped, propelling him feet-first through a tunnel 
leading down to the roof of the huge cliff hangar where 
the heavy rescue craft known as Thunderbird Two wa 
standing on its hydraulic stilts above the conveyor bell 
bearing the pods containing the various rescue equipment, 

Shooting through the hatch above the cabin, he cam« 
to rest before the control bank and the end of the chuté 
folded automatically to become the pilot’s seat. q 

As he strapped himself in, he heard Gordon hurtle from 
the passenger chute and take his seat behind him. 4 

“Thunderbird Two from workshop!” said Brain's} 
voice over the intercom, “Pod Five is ready loaded with 
the Mole and Firefly. Clear to blast off.” 

“RABLY q 

Virgil touched a switch. The conveyor belt moved to 
the right and the huge craft settled down on its stilts over’ 
Pod Five like a hen on an egg. The pod was automatically 
clamped into the main fuselage to become an integral pa: 
of the great rescue plane, 

“Stand by for launching!” Virgil said. 

The massive rock door slid up to reveal the long palm-, 
flanked causeway leading down to the white beach. 


Slowly the huge craft rolled forward on the wheels of its | 
pod. 


On the veranda outside the lounge, Jeff Tracy and Alan’ 


and Tin-Tin watched the craft emerge from its cliff 
hangar. { 


The palms angled outwards from the causeway to allow: 


the sixty-foot wing span clearance. Presently the gre: 
craft stopped and a section of the runway on which 


stood tilted skywards to form a ramp. Behind it a rein- | 


forced concrete shield rose like a trap door. 


The powerful engines revved up to an ear-splitting | 
whine. Rocket gases flared and hammered against the | 


shield. Thunderbird Two streaked up the ramp and blasted 
into the Pacific sky. 


They watched the vapour trails level off at two thous: 
2 : 
























The great green plane thundered eastwards. 
23 


























and five hundred feet and th : 
See ne en the great green plane thug 
“Maybe I should have gone with them, Dad,” Alaa 
said earnestly. “Guess they'll need all the help they get.’ 
beg eee we a strip International Rescue of 
- ive, son. If we got a call for < ¢ 
rae oe g all for a space ai 
“Shucks,” said Grandma, joining them on the veranda 
with Kyrano. “You're not too old to take the space ship 
up yourself, Jeff. To hear you talk, son, folk who didn " 
spat a ies think you'd got one foot in the grave.” 
‘Sure I could take the space ship up, Ma,” he said with 
a fond smile, “But somebody’s got i remain eht herd 
co-ordinating operations. That’s my job.” 
pu ornaine sulle “What's wrong with me and Tin-Tin! 
and Kyrano. We know enough be | 
pee igh between us to run the 
She looked at the servant, but, arms folded i ide 
d 4 i in the wide 
sleeves of his yellow silk tunic, he was staring pee 
away over the cliffs to where the vapour trails of the plane 
still drifted agains the clear blue of the sky, q 
eee es old friend?” Jeff asked anxiously! 
no not answer, and Tin-Tin sei is arm 
and on gently. ee ae 
“Father! Mr, Tracy was speaking to you.” 
_To Jeff’s relief, Kyrano seemed to fone himself out of] 
his apparent trance, and his kindly brown face wrinkled 
in a applosetie smile. 
“Pardon me, Mr. Tracy. I di i : 
Ape: acy. I did not hear. My mind was} 
“Sure, that was what I was afraid of, K: 
another of those fainting attacks coming pees No 
Sometimes Kyrano had strange attacks that made him 
Low i feeneeed tee in some mysterious way, | 
$ y ftele-hypnosis, his bitter enemy, T) 4 
was Ne for those attacks. oe 
fo, Mr Tracy,” Kyrano said. ‘Nothing liké that, It 
‘was just that I had a premonition that all ds not Re : 
feel that this is not a simple rescue operation.” : 
iocte frowned prettily. “But, Father, rescuing some- 
one from the possibility of aeeBon by a neutron ex- 


plosion and perhaps saving millions of people from fall- 
out danger is scarcely a simple operation.” : 

“Specially in the teeth of a volcanic eruption, old 
friend,” Jeft added with a wry smile. 

Kyrano bowed his head. “Perhaps I do not choose my 
words wisely, Mr. Tracy. What I meant to convey was that 
| fear that something far more complicated will arise from 
ihis—and that there is much difficulty and perhaps great 
danger ahead for all of us. I pray that I may be wrong.” 

Jeff did not reply, but he was conscious of a chill of 
apprehension riding up his spine. i i 

Kyrano was an Asiatic who. believed in psychic powers, 
and many times his premonitions had proved correct. 

He led the way back into the lounge. i 

“Scott should be getting through to Professor Silva 
mighty soon now,” he said gruffly. “Guess we'd better 
stand by the radio,” 


Sweat streamed down Scott’s face inside his helmet. 
‘The cage top had been a tougher proposition than he had 
anticipated, but at last he was almost through. The dis¢e 
of thick metal began to sag slightly. Switching off the 
laser he attached a magnetic clamp to the centre of the 
disc and secured it to the end of the winch cable. 

A muffled explosion set the shaft trembling and the 
cage on which he crouched seemed to heave up, grinding 
against the jagged edge of the shaft wall that jammed it. 
Above him something cracked like a pistol shot. 

He glanced up and a severed hoist cable came snaking 
down, missing him by less than a foot and striking the 
top of the cage like a vicious whip. 

His mouth went dry. If that cable had caught him, it 
would have decapitated him. 

Keeping a firm grip on his winch cable, he anxiously 
regarded the other elevator cables. If they gave too, the 
cage would plunge to the bottom of the shaft, maybe two 
or three vaults depths below. 

But the cables held and the rumbles of the volcanic 
explosion died away. 

Scott licked his lips and, switching on the laser beam 
again, grimly applied himself to the task of cutting 
through the last foot or so oly that disc of metal. 


Tf that explosion had heralded another flow of lava, 
the pressure of it might quicken the speed of the lava in 
the gorge. It might reach the power station sooner than 
he had estimated. 

Inch by inch the powerful pencil-thin beam seared 
through the solid metal. Dark vapour was now seeping 
through the cut from below, 

His jaw tightened. If the cage was full of fumes, that 
might account for there being no response from the 
trapped professor. Already it might be too late, 

At last he was through and the disc of metal, as big as 
a manhole cover, twisted, swinging free in its hole. 

Scott operated the remote control switch of the winch 
and slowly the cable with its magnetic clamp raised the 
disc. Scott edged it aside and released the clamp, then 
bellied down and shone his torch into the cage. 

Huddled on the floor was a dark-haired man in white 
overalls, clutching in his hand the microphone of the radio 
into which he must have grasped his despairing S.0.S. 
before the fumes got to him. 

Grasping the winch rope, Scott lowered himself into 
the cage, knelt beside the scientist, His darkly handsome 
face was suffused, but he was still breathing faintly. The 
fumes seemed to be lighter than air and were collecting 
near the ceiling, leaving a life-giving layer of air on the 
bottom. 

But Scott knew he had arrived just in time, A few more 
minutes and it would have been too late. 

He broke an oxygen capsule under the unconscious 
man’s nose. His breathing deepened and he groaned 
faintly. Scott hoisted him over his shoulder, operated the 
winch switch and was hauled rapidly through the hole 
and up to the top of the shaft, 

Fumes eddied up with them and, in the chamber above, 
Scott broke another oxygen capsule under the professor’s 
nose before hurrying up on to the roof, cradling him in 
his arms now, bending over him to protect him from the 
rain of hot debris. 

The volcano was beoming and rumbling and the ash- 
covered roof seemed to ripple under Scott’s feet as he ran. 
Then a wide crack appeared. Out of the corner of his eye 
he could see the flicker of a fiery glow. 
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almost to Thunderbird when he failed to see a 
rock in path, tripped over it and went sprawling. In- 
stinctively he rolled to avoid crushing the unconscious 
man beneath him and the professor fell from his seas 
slithering among the debris. His overalls began to 
smoulder. 

i i i in, staggered to the 

bling up, Scott lifted him again, staggere mes 

ohne ae the hatch and thrust him inside, clambering 
in after him. 

7s face 

lapped an oxygen mask on the professor's u 
wit ee his eyes blinked open, looking up at him 
vacantly. Scott removed the mask, pee 

“The—the reactor!” the scientist gaspe i 
nurs . three, ... Must neutralise before—be- 
fore lava .. .” \ 

His voice trailed off and his eyes closed, Scott applied 
the mask again, but this time the man did not Rae 
consciousness, although his breathing and pulse remain 
steady. 

i a ee least 

“He’s lapsed into a coma,” Scott thought. “But at 
he had time to tell me where the reactor was. Number 
Three vault. A heck of a way below that elevator cage. 

He switched on the radio, called the space station. 

“Where’s Thunderbird Two?” he demanded. nd 

“Seventeen hundred miles out,” John replied. G} 
should reach you in twenty minutes.” 

‘ Scott uiiced from the observation window at the fiery 
beneath the head of the forge. Asch ARG 
eehete hope that’s soon enough,” he said, “Tell Virgil 
to land on the north shore of the lake by the power 
station. I’m not sure this roof will hold up under ‘Two's 
rel ne * ” 
“CRAB! What are you going to do meanwhile? 

Scott’s face tightened. “I’m going to have a shot at get- 
ting throught to that reactor vault from above—down the 
elevator shaft.” } 

“You're crazy!” 

Scott ae bleakly. “‘Aren’t we all, brother? We 
wouldn’t attempt the impossible so often. I'l keep in 
touch,” y 
wr he switched off, he glanced through the window on 
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the other side of the cabin, Hurtling down the dirt road 
beside the wave-lashed lake was a yellow truck, similar to 


those in the convoy he had seen fleeing towards the coast | 


on his way up the valley, 

Leaving the plane, he hurried across the roof and down 
an outer stairway to the ground. As he reached it the truck 
screeched to a standstill a few yards away. On it was the 


legend CHILEAN POWER COMMISSION. The yellow | 


paint was blistered where hot ash had fallen on it, 


A swarthy young man, in overalls and crash helmet, 
leapt from the driving seat and ran to him, 


“International Rescue!” he gasped, “I thought I recog- | 


nised your plane as it went over. I’m Manuel Rivera, 
assistant controller. Where’s Professor Silya? He was to 
have followed in his hover jeep. He should have caught 
us up. I had to come back to find him.” 

Scott told him about the professor, “‘He’s in a coma. 
Guess he needs medical attention badly. I can’t leave 
here, Can you get him to hospital?” 


“Certainly, sefior. But you are going to stop here? If 
” 


the lava gets to the reactor — 

“Sure, I know all about that. It’s my job to see that it 
doesn’t—-or at least to make sure the reactor can’t go off. 
Let’s get the professor into your truck, Then you can beat 


it, sefior, and leave the rest fo International Rescue. That’s _ 


our job.” 


As they raced up the stairway to Thunderbird, Scott 
questioned the other man shrewdly. 


Three minutes later the unconscious professor was — 


safely in the truck. Rivera leaned from the cab and 
gripped Scott’s gauntletted hand warmly, 


“Sefior, you are a very brave man. I salute you. Vaya 
con Dios,” 


And. with that fervent blessing, the young scientist 


drove the truck away through the rain of ash at break- 
neck speed along the edge of the lake, 

Scott turned and hurried back to the roof. Precious 
minutes lost, but at least the professor had a chance of 
surviving now, and the information young Rivera had 
given him would make it easier for him to locate the re- 
actor. 
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Entering the upper chamber, he lowered himself down 


ihe elevator shaft into the cage and went to work with 
the laser beam on the floor. 


SUBTERRANEAN MENACE 


i i i forty-three 
Scr glanced at his watch. Five minutes 
peat The bottom of the cage was thicker than the top 
had been. The laser beam was not yet halfway poungit e 
circle it was cutting, At this rate Virgil would be touc ing, 
down in Thunderbird before he reached the reactor 
vault. i i eae 
vas a growling sound deep in the eartl 
hin ne eae jerked throwing him sideways, The pea 
of the laser ‘swung up, narrowly missing the winch cable 
s his lifcline. : 
he rewind off the beam, cold sweat crawling around 
eA taghe it would be better to wait for Virgil? The Mole 
would burrow through the solid rock and concrete and 
lead like an auger through cheese. His own attempt to 
reach the reactor might be so much wasted effort, useless 
risk. ; | a 
hen he set his jaw, licked a bead of sweat from 
eS lip, knelt down and switched on the laser again. 
Maybe John had been right. Maybe he was crazy to 
make the attempt, but he had to carry on. What if 
Thunderbird Two didn’t make it? What if some technical 
fault developed? What if—Heck, there were a dozen 
things that could happn to delay Virgil, and that lava 
vouldn’t wait for him. ’ i 
a raced away. Seven minutes... eight... 
The heat was creeping up. Even through his protective 
suit he could feel it, unless the cooling apparatus was not 


working prone. 39 





















How far away was that river of ie i 
pe r of fire now? Three mil 


Eat the thought of it from his mind, concentrate 
Nine minutes . 
“Through!” 
He seed oud in his relief. q 

he thick disc of metal hung there for an insta 

held! by some cohesive force to the floor from which 

ae ses Se it pinged into the darkness below. 
t seemed a long time before Scott heard 

of ue eee ie bottom of the shaft. a 

€ shone his torch down. The powerful beam sple 
on the bottom at least a hundred soe! 
is radio bleeped. pret t 

og ppace station to Scott!” said John’ 

Cee happening? Long time no hear.” ole 

othing to report till now.” Scott said cheerfull: 

“But Pve just made a breakthr : ine dowel 

Where's Thunderbird Two?” oc ae 
cETA now five point four minutes.” 
“With luck I'll reach that reactor before then.” 
eeu e te a whale of a risk, Scott.” 

_ Sure, but the way the earth’s bucking right no 

Hb may count, Tell Virgil to touche down etal sun 

“FAB.” John’s voice sounded i 

Se ee brother.” note ee 
cott hooked himself to the winch rope, 
ec control and swiftly lowered Teel does th 
Sixty feet down was a lead-lined d i i 
s i k loor with bi 
painted on it. He swung himself close. A magic ceil 
was no use. He used a suction cap, held himself there 
we he went to work again with the laser beam on the 
ock. Less than a minute later it .was through and the 
eG door slid aside to reveal a tunnel, j 
cott swung into it, hauling the winch ¢ 2 i 
ane inne! ives in darkness, ‘He shone Hinds ge 
hundred feet away, perhaps, i 
the figure three in white pte teddies: chamon 
Guess that’s it,” he murmured, moving forward. “Just 
30 i 


. . nine minutes fifty... . 


voic 


draw the rods and she'll be as harmless as a kid’s cap 
pistol ft 
} "Phe floor of the tunnel heaved under him—so violently 
that he was flung upwards. He crashed against the roof 
and fell back with a sickening thud, half-stunned. His 
torch skittered away and went out. 

He switched on his helmet lamp and tried to get to his 
feet, but was thrown down again, A wide crack appeared 
in the wall beside him. 

From behind came a crashing and grinding. He looked. 
round, and an icy hand seemed to squeeze his heart. 

The tunnel was slowly buckling, rising up in the middle 
as though a giant hand had gripped it at each end and was 
bending it like a metal tube. 

Then, before his horrified gaze, it snapped and great 
dabs of metal and rock crashed down, blocking it. 

To reach the reactor now, even if it were not already 
buried under hundreds of tons of rock, would be impos- 
cible unaided. Only the Mole could get through to it now. 

He scrambled on all fours back to the elevator shaft, 
grasped the winch cable and pressed. the remote control 
switch to haul himself up. But nothing happened. 

Again and again he pressed the switch, but the cable 
did not reel in. 

His face grim, he began to haul in the slack. His only 
hope now was to climb the cable. 

Then suddenly, with a terrifying roar, the elevator cage 
hurtled down the shaft like a bomb, followed by snaking 
cables and an avalanche of concrete and rubble. 

He flung himself back from the edge of the shaft and 
the next moment the tunnel door had slid back, blocking 
him off from the shaft. 

For an eternity it seemed he heard rocks falling behind 
the door, crashing against it and ricochetting from. it. 
Numbly he realised that it had probably saved his life. 
If one of those rocks had hurtled into the tunnel— 

At last the noise ceased. The last echoes rumbled away. 
In the stillness that followed there was no sound but the 
soft trickle of falling dust, Even the subterranean rumb- 
ling seemed to have stopped. 

He became aware that his radio was bleeping. 

“Scott!” It was Virgil’s ae voice that sounded in 











his earphones. “I’ve been tryi i 
ones. rying to contact you. We're 
approaching the danger zone. Where are seu What's 


happened?” 
Grimly Scott told him. 


Peering down through the steam and ash that drifted 


over the turbulent waters of Lake Yelcho, Virgil saw th 


huge power station loom up against the fiery background 


of the erupting mountain. In the narrow gorge beyond it, 


there was an ominous flickering glow that turned the steam 


mist to pink cotton wool. 
cana liv on looks mighty near,” he said. 
ook!” Gordon said _tensel; i 
“There's Thunderbird One!” ee! ae 
e rocket plane was perched precariously on the roof 
of the power station like some monstrous feafbenked bid 
paste ier pene Below its nose the building had col- 
into a jum mass of jagged ¢ ts i 
erat rods and tangled cables. eee ae 
“Scott must be trapped under that lot,” Gordon went 
on hoarsely. “We've got to get him out, Virgil.” 
“We will,” Virgil said grimly. “But another earth tremor 
might cause the rest of the building to collapse and take 
Thunderbird One with it. Get her off, Gordon!” 
A ee ree give me sme to get into protective gear. 
uess breathing’s not easy down th i 
Siioieaint con” y down there and it seems to be 
Virgil circled while Gordon put on his uit and helmet; 
then, firing retro-rockets, he brought the great plane in 
only, ove the puedes roof of the power station. 
inging from a winch cable, Gordon di i 
the roof beside Thunderbird One. sin 
ee aay fig Be said into his radio. 
.A.B.,” Virgil replied. “I'll land on the north 
eee advised and unload the Mole. Join ene a 
ay.” t 
The normally sleek and shining hull of the rock 
was cee with thick layers of ash and Sei Gouden 
press e button to open the hatch, climbed i a 
a quick ook of the instruments. oe ae 
“Thunderbird Two from One!” he radioed. “ a 
thing seems okay. Taking off immediately.” cae 
F.A.B.” replied Virgil. a ae down now.” 
2, 


“Hey, feller!” cut in Scott’s voice faintly. ““Go easy with 


iy crate, I sure don’t want her paint scratched.’ 


Gordon grinned tightly as he started the powerful 


motors. Good old Scott! It sure took something to get 
him down. 


The underjets roared into life and the plane took off 


smoothly, cruising at two hundred feet and dropping 
yently down on the shore of the lake beyond its sister 
plane, which was already rising on its hydraulic stilts, 
jeaving its pod on the ground. 


The pod opened and the thirty-ton yellow Mole lum- 
bered down the ramp on its caterpillar-track trolley, its 
long screw-bit looking like a snout of some weird pre- 
historic monster as it probed through the steam mist. 

“Mole to Thunderbird One,” Virgil radioed. “I’ve left 
Thunderbird Two under auto control, Gordon, Take 
over! Climb to five hundred feet and keep tabs on that 
lava flow up the gorge. I don’t want it breathing down my 
neck befere I’m through.” 

“BA.B, Good luck, Virgil! Dig that crazy big brother! ” 

“You bet!” 

They spoke with apparent light-heartedness, but in each 
of their hearts was a gnawing anxiety. 

The Mole’s huge bit was forged from Formula C30/1, 
another metal alloy evolved by Brains that was tougher 
than any hitherto known to science. It could drill through 
any metal or rock, even granite, and it had never yet failed 
io accomplish a rescue mission to which it had been 
upplied, Many an entombed miner and tunneleer who had 
civen himself up for lost owed his life to this, perhaps the 
most fantastic of Brain’s inventions. 

But would it succeed this time? Would it be able to 
reach Scott before that liquid fire reached the reactor? 

The dread question hammered at Gordon’s brain as 
he took his seat at the controls of Thunderbird Two and 
watched the ungainly Mole racing on its trolley towards 
the ruined power station. 

In the boring machine, Virgil, as blind as the tiny ani- 
mal from which it took its name, and dependent entirely 
upon his hypersensitive instruments, called Scott. 

“Keep your radio going, big brother, and guide me in. 
I don’t want to take the a tae a 
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“That makes two of us,” Scott said grimly. { 
He was silent while the machine reached the ruins am 
began to probe through the fallen masonry. q 
Then he said quietly, ‘Virgil, P've been thinking. For 
et me——” 
“What the blazes! ”” q 
“Pm serious, Virgil,” Scott said urgently. “Make straight 
for that reactor and try to neutralise it. Tl take my 
chance.” 
“Like heck you will!” 
The whirling bit came up against solid unbroken con 
erete, many feet thick, and began to screech its wa) 
through it. The hull of the cabin quivered like a living} 
thing. 
“Virgil!” Scott was shouting now. “You've got to do} 
as I say. If that reactor blows up——” 
“Sure, 1 know. This area will be a dead zone for year: ; 
but it won’t be much else anyway by the time this erup- 
tion’s over.” 
“But the fall-out, man! It’s me against millions.” 
“Yeah, I’ve thought of that too, Scott, But the world! 
can be warned and take precautions. It might not blow) 
over a populated area. It could blow south over the Ant- 
arctic or west over the Pacific. It’s a gamble anyway, 
Scott—but your life’s at stake for sure if I don’t beat that’ 
lava to you, or if there’s another cave-in.” 
“But——” { 
“The decision’s mine, Scott. Besides, from what you've 
told me of the layout of this place the quickest way to 
that reactor vault would be through that tunnel you’ 
trapped in. So just pipe down and concentrate on making 
sure I get there fast.” 
“EA B.,” Scott said resignedly, convinced at last. | 
Steadily the Mole bored into the heart of the ruined 





1 
building, and then dipped and began to drill downwards 
at an acute angle, down through the solid foundations to: 
wards the base of the lift shaft. Anxiously Virgil watched 
his instruments. 

‘And down in the tunnel, Scott anxiously listened for the’ 
first sound of that hungry bit eating its way towards him. 
But all he could hear was the groaning and rumbling of 
the tortured earth, , : 

3 


In Thunderbird Two, Gordon’s throat tightened as he 
ed down at the glowing mass of lava heaving and. 
Jithering its way down the gorge, carrying great boulders 
hefore it and turning them into incandescent balls. His 
exterior microphones relayed rumblings and. sighings and. 
hissings. 

“A devil’s cauldron!” he muttered. : 

He calculated that the fifty-foot high front of that river 
of molten rock was little more than a mile from the power 
station, 

He called the Mole. ee 

“Guess you've got about twenty minutes, Virgil.” 

“ft should be enough. I’m not going to encounter any- 
thing much tougher than concrete or steel down here.” 5 

“Maybe I could try to block the flow. Low yield atomic 
charges on the gorge walls——” i 

“For Pete’s sake no!” Virgil said urgently. “You might 
start a chain reaction, open up fissures all over the place. 
The whole of this area must be in a near critical state, 
ready to blow at any minute. Just watch that lava flow 
and keep me posted.” 

“FAB.” 

Scott crouched in the tunnel, listening to the ominous 
sounds about him. They seemed to be getting louder. Cer- 
tainly the gauge showed the temperature was building up 
outside, although he had little to fear from that so long as 
his suit’s insulation held out. 

In the light of his headlamp he could see that the tun- 
nel was filling with fumes. They writhed towards him like 
filmy venomous snakes, Deadly sulphurous fumes from 
the bowels of the angry earth, 

The subterranean BAG of lava that had boiled up to 
blast an outlet through Mt, Yelcho might extend beneath 
him, At any moment the seething white-hot magma might 
seek another way out under the enormous pressures that 
must be building up down there. 

He tried to thrust the thought from him, but it persisted 
in returning. 

If only there was something he could do, instead of just 
waiting there—waiting to be roasted or crushed or blown 
lo neutrons—— Ae 
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bid thoughts. 
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“Go easy with that gimlet, pal,” Scott said with a ner- 
yous laugh. “I’m not far ahead of you.” 0 

“Don’t worry, big brother,” Virgil said. “You're regis- 
tering on the instruments. Strictly non-boreable material, 
though somewhat dense.” 

“This is no time for corny jokes like that,” growled 
Scott. “Open up and let a guy in.” 

“F.A.B, Cab’s almost clear.” 

The screeching ceased and the sound of the powerful 
motors died away. Virgil switched on a suction pump an 
the smog cleared miraculously to reveal the Mole, its un- 
gainly shape almost filling the big tunnel, its screw snout 
only a few yards from where Scott crouched. 

“Get aboard, Scott!” Virgil said. “Microseismograph’s 
dancing a fandango. Big shock building up, T guess.” 

Scott didn’t need any urging. He scrambled from the 
rubble and in through the hatch that had opened behind 
the long screw bit. 

In the air-conditioned cabin, he sank down on a seat 
behind Virgil and took off his helmet, Now the ordeal 
was over his legs suddenly felt like jelly. 

“Phew! I never thought I'd be so pleased to see that 
ugly mug of yours, Virgil.” ; 

“That goes for me, too,” Virgil grinned. He spoke into 
the microphone. “Mole to Thunderbird Two. Can you 
read me, Gordon?” 

“Loud and clear, Virgil.” 

“Radio base and tell Dad T’ve got his prodigal son safe 
and sound, How far is that lava away now?” 

“Less than a mile from the mouth of the gorge. You've 
got maybe ten—twelve minutes before it reaches the 
power station, but the valley widens there and the flow 
should spread. Maybe that'll slow it down.” 

“[m not banking on that, But maybe ten minutes will 
be enough. I’ll keep in touch.” 

Virgil realised that Scott had come to his feet and was 
standing at his shoulder, regarding him tight-faced. 

“Enough for what?” he demanded. 

Virgil grinned brashly. “To try to get to that reactor. 
That rubble blocking the tunnel shouldn’t be too difficult. 
Any objections?” te 


q 


Scott smiled. “Nope. I’d have been disappointed in yo 
pal, if you hadn’t wanted to try. Get cracking!” q 

Virgil started the atomic moiors, The sound built wu 
to an ear-splitting whine, The great machine moved for 
ward, nosing at the rubble that blocked the tunnel, 

Steadily it bore through, while Scott, crouching rigidly 
behind his brother, kept an anxious eye on the chrono- 
meter and the distance gauge. The seconds seemed to race 
away. 

Beyond the rubble the bit met solid rock, strata that 
had been folded up like thick layers of coloured paper by | 
the upheaval that had snapped the tunnel. 

Progress was slower now, but steadily the Mole bored 
through. 

One minute. Scott calculated they were about fifty feet ” 
from the reactor vault door now... One minute fifty. 


..- Forty feet... Fwo minutes... birty sfeet.. 5 5 
Two minutes fifty . . . Twenty feet. . . 

The scanner needle swung to lead. The door was right 
-ahead! 


Three minutes . . . Ten feet to 20. 


“We're going to make it, Scott,” Virgil said between | 


set teeth. “We'll make it with time to spare,” 
“Yeah—but I’m still keeping my fingers crossed. We've 
got to'neutralise that reactor.” q 
Seven feet, In less than thirty seconds the bit would be 
cutting through that massive lead and concrete door. 
Scott scrambled back and got an anti-radiation suit 
from the locker. Once they were in the vault he would 
have to move mighty fast. 


And then the earth beneath the tunnel heaved up. The 


Mole was flung aside, its screw Screaming as if in pro- 
test. Scott hurtled across the cabin 


and smashed against 
the bulkhead. As he sank, dazed, to his knees, Virgil cut 
the motors. 


In the sudden hush there was a rumbling like far-off 
thunder and the machine heaved and rolled under ' the 
impact of grinding pressure. 

“Jupiter!” gasped Scott. “What's happening?” 

“Guess we counted our chickens too soon, Scott,” Vir- 
gil said, his voice shaky. “Old Mother Nature’s tak 


Ken a 
hand, We've been flung off course. The way ahead is 
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blocked—solid granite if the instruments are still register- 
ing okay.” es eat a 
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because the tunnel’s ked. 
oe oucwe out. Hoid tight! I’m going up and over at 
i ed.” . . 
BE ariel. the motors, slamming them to eee 
drive. The great ree Lanes oe 
i live thing. Its whir x 
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tically. One tea) ae 
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heating up. It'll melt!” I've got to get out of here—Ill 
stand by down the lake by Thunderbird One.” 

“F.A.B!” replied Virgil, 

He looked bleakly at his brother. “Better cross those } 
fingers again, Scott. We’re going to need all the luck that’s 
going.” 

Grimly he hunched over his controls, as if seeking to 
Tend his own puny strength to the powerful machine that | 
was aCine surfacewards—racing against that devouring | 
Sea of fire, 


COBALTIUM 5 


Swear was streaming down Scott, Not that it was hot - 
in the cabin of the Mole, for the insulating system was | 
still working efficiently. It was the cold sweat of suspense, | 
mingled with fear, q 
The taste of it was in Scott’s mouth, that sour taste | 
whose source was as much psychological as glandular, 
He thought that any man who said he Was never afraid | 
was either a fool or a humbug. Not giving way to fear was _ 
what sifted the brave from the craven, q 
“How are we doing?” he asked. His voice was so 
strained he scarcely recognised it, a 
“Okay,” Virgil said laconically. “Thirty-one feet to go | 
by my instruments—if they can be trusted with this night- | 
aa going on around us. Question is how is that lava 
loing?” 4 
He didn’t say the rest of what he was thinking. But - 
Scott knew what it was, It was not just a question of how | 
far the lava was from them—but how far it was from 
that lethal reactor, : 
The Mole was built to withstand enormous pressures 
and temperatures. It might even survive being engulfed 
in white hot lava, although boring out of that viscous — 
mass might be another mace But not even the Mole 
fi 


could survive a Cobaltium 5 explosion. 

“Twenty-eight feet .. . twenty-seven . 
toned mecanically. ‘ 

The Mole was bucking as if on a switchback. 

Twenty-six . . . twenty-five . . . twenty-four... 

A violent jar seemed to fling the machine sideways and 
for a moment its screw screamed madly in empty space. 
Then it was biting greedily again. 

Twenty-one... twenty... 

Another violent shock. The Mole was wallowing like a 
boat in a rough sea. Then once more the bit was churning 
its way through. h 

“Softer strata,” Virgil said, an eager note in his voice. 
“We're gaining speed. A few minutes more. I’ve got the 
tractor’s homing signal. We'll surface near it.” 

Scott almost held his breath. Those last few yards 
seemed to take hours, 

And then an exultant cry from Virgil told him they 
were through. 

They surfaced in the lee of the ruins of the power 
station, not twenty yards from the tracked trolley. The 
waters of the steaming lake were crashing in great angry 
waves on the shore, cascading over the trolley and against 
the hull of Thunderbird One some distance beyond it. 
A hail of glowing cinders hissed down. 

Thunderbird Two was slowly descending on its flaring 
underjets through a fog of steam and oily yellow fumes 
and sooty ash. The awesome gloom was tinged dark red 
by the volcanic fires raging in the gorge above the power 
station. 

“Thank Pete you made it!” radioed Gordon. “It’s as 
hot as Hades out here. Make it quick! I daren’t keep the 
pod open a second longer than necessary.” 

But Virgil was already manipultaing the tractor by 
radio control, bringing it towards the now motionless 
Mole. Within minutes the Mole was maneouvred on to the 
trolley and it was clattering along the shore to where 
Thunderbird Two had touched down beyond Thunderbird 
One, and was rising on its stilts, leaving the pod clear. 

As the Mole reached Thunderbird One, Virgil checked 
it, and Scott, in a heat-resistant suit and helmet, leapt out 
and raced for his craft. 


. 2” Virgil in- 
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Thick ash and cinders clogged his feet and twice he 
nearly went headlong. Giant waves lashed over him, 


threatening to claw him back into the boiling lake. Glow- — 


ing cinders rained down on him. 

But somehow he made it, opened the hatch and clam- 
bered in. 

As he half-fell into the pilot’s seat, he saw the Mole 
moving towards the ramp of the open pod of Thunder- 
bird Two. 

He watched while the Mole climbed the ramp and 
vanished inte the dusky maw of the pod. 

The hatch began to rise, agonising slowly it seemed. 
Tt was scarcely off the ground when a huge glob of glow- 
ing lava hit the spot where it had rested, spreading out in 
a incandescent pool. 

A wave crashed down on it and great cloud of steam 
rose, blotting out Scott’s view of the Thunderbird Two. 
When it cleared, the stilts were retracting and the great 
hull of the rescue plane was settling down over the pod. 

Balls of lava were falling like stars from a gigantic 
roman candle. One splashed on Thunderbird Two’s right 
wing, peeled off like solder, steaming and hissing and skin- 
ning the green paint from the wing. 

There was a roaring whooshing sound and a gigantic 
boulder, glowing hotly, hurtled past the nose of Scott’s 
craft and plunged into the lake, sending up a geyser of 
spray and steam, 

“Get the heck out of it, Scott!’? Gordon yelled. “We're 
all set to take off in one minute.” 

“ELAB.” 

But stubbornly Scott waited there until the pod was 
securely locked in the fuselage of the heavy rescue plane 
and he saw its underjets start to fire. 

Only then did he fire his own jets and rise with it. 

Scoft’s heart contracted as he looked back beyond the 
ruined power station. It reminded him of lurid illustra- 
tions of Dante’s Inferno that he had seen. 

The whole mountain and the cliffs below it seemed to 
be a mass of fire and glowing smoke and steam, from 
which white masses of lava and incandescent boulders 
were being flung like colossal cannon balls. 

And streaming from the mouth of the gorge was a vast 
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river of glowing, steaming lava, higher than the power 
station, broadening out as it came and sending out great 
tongues that licked hungrily towards the ruins, 

One of the tongues plunged into the lake and steam 
rose in a mighty hissing, billowing cloud, blotting out the 
awesome sight beyond. 

*¥ et’s beat it!” he yelled into his microphone. “Make 
for the coast at maximum speed.” i 

“F.A.B!” replied Virgil, back at the controls of his 
own craft. “But I’m climbing to twenty thousand feet.” 

“Okay! Tl be right with you,” Scott said. 

He triggered his rocket drive, setting the speed to five 
thousand miles an hour to match that of Thunderbird 
Two. 

But even as the two craft hurtled up through the fire- 
shot pall of smoke and ash and steam, the valley below 
them seemed to split asunder and a searing ball of intense 
white fire blossomed from it. 

Colossal hands seemed to grasp the Thunderbirds, and 
flung them far into the sky. 


Scott must have blacked out for a few moments. When 
he came round, he was sprawied across his instrument 
bank. Blood was trickling from a cut above his eyebrow. 
Only his straps had prevented him from being flung across 
the cabin. 

The powerful motors throbbed and surged, and a lurid 
glow filled the cabin from outside. 

He forced himself back in his seat, wincing as every 
muscle in his aching body seemed to protest. 

Glancing at his instruments, he saw that his altitude 
was seventy-three thousand feet and he was still climbing 
at five thousand miles an hour, 

He eased the screaming plane out of the climb, levelled 
out and reduced speed to slow cruise, circling back. He 
grunted with relief when it responded smoothly. It seemed 
to have survived that frightful bucketing without appar- 
ent damage. 

Far below he saw a great rolling sea of steam and fire- 
laced smoke obscuring the ground, and away to the east, 
towering up to the level of the plane and still rising fast, 


was a vast column of glowing vapour, slowly spread- 
ing into a huge blood-red mushroom cloud. 
“Great Jupiter! ” he gasped. ““Cobaltium 5!” 
There was a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach at 
the thought of the radio-active dust in that sinister cloud. 
Yet he and Virgil had been so near to preventing the 
explosion. 
“Thunderbird One from Two!” Virgil’s voice came 
urgently over the radio. “You okay, Scott?” 
Off to the west of him, two or three thousand feet 
lower, he saw the big green plane zooming out of a cloud. 
Far beyond it, beyond the billowing edge of the vast pall 
of smoke and steam that drifted below them, he saw the 
silvery sheen of the Pacific. 

“Sure, I’m okay, Virgil,’ he said. “No apparent 
damage. How did you make out?” 

“Fine. Gordon wasn’t strapped up and took a nasty 

spill, but he says he’s okay. . . . See that cloud?” 

“Could I not?” Scott growled bitterly. “Bet they can 
see it on Tracy Island.” 

“We can’t see it,” Jeff Tracy cut in gruffly as John 
put him through on the three-way system. “But John 
saw the flash of that explosion, and Brains is picking up 
radiations from that cloud already. Bad luck, boys! But 
no one could have done more. Right now we’ve got to 
make sure every authority in the fall-out path is notified. 
Get above it and plot its course, Scott.” 

“F.A.B, Dad!” 

Scott swung Thunderbird and screamed eastwards, 
climbing fast. 

“What about us, father?” asked Virgil, as he watched 
Thunderbird One streak away towards the summit of that 
sinister mushroom cloud. 

“What shape’s Thunderbird in, son?” 

“More than a bit scorched and scratched by falling 
rocks. But everything’s registering okay, so I guess she’s 
all right.” 

“Swell, You’d better get below and see if there’s 
any place you can help. Tremors and tidal waves are 
sweeping the coast and another eruption’s been reported 
above Palena, south of Yelcho, Evacuation measures are 
being taken.” 
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“palena? That’s quite a town for these le ae 
thousand population thereabouts. Guess Vil pie as 
there, Father. But Pll take a Jook at that lava flow 
vee AB. oop in touch, son. I'll tell Scott to 1m 
you ‘at Palena when he’s through up in the strato- 
aa i Jowly towards the 

sreil took Thunderbird Two down slowly tov 
eed. pall of smoke and steam. He met it a tye 
thousand feet. iY tie eh eae us 
i jets, dropping slowly through. loud. 4 
eeiee nae horting up down there, he said, frowning at 
is i ts. 
Mis iOiifteen hundred feet a rift in the cloud layer showed 
a black scarred ash-strewn Jandscape, through which aa 
a thin trickle of steaming water, all that remained of the 
PON ae cast, maybe five miles off, another river was 
flowing, a wide river of incandescent Java at least a hole 
dred feet deep, filling the valley from side to side. Bee 
it, what was left of Mt. Yelcho was still belching fire ant 
d rocks. : 
a OF the thirly-mile-long Lake Yelcho there was no sign. 
fts craters had been vapourised by that relentless river 
k. . . 
omer gasped Gordon. “T’ve seen sonie awe-inspir- 
ing sights since we launched. International Rescue, but 
never anything like this, Virgil.” ; A : 
“Yeah, Old Dame Nature’s sure pouring out phials ° 
wrath on this neck of the woods. Lucky there’s no big 
centre of population in its path. There’s nothing we cal 
do here, Guess we'll get down to Palena—— 
A terrific detonation cut off the rest of his words. } 
Before their astonished eyes, a fissure had opened in 
the almost dry bed of the river, a fissure that rapidly 
widened and spread until it was all of half a mile across 
and was racing back up the valley towards that advanc- 
ing wall of lava. : f 
In the depths of the fissure, a viscous glowing mass 
uisated like a great throbbing heart. It might have 
been the heart of Mother Earth herself, thought Virgil 
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_Awestruck they watched for a moment, and then Vir- 
gil shouted: , 

“Hold tight! We've got to get out of here!’ 

He triggered maximum thrust and the great plane shot 
upwards on the full power of its underjets. 

qt had reached ten thousand feet when the earth be- 
neath erupted in a hideous cacophony of explosions and. 
roaring winds, 

The plane was tossed like a can in a tornado, whirling 
over and over. 

As Virgil fought to get it back on an even keel, the 
canopy of smoke and steam was rent asunder and he got 
a glimpse of the valley beneath That enormous fissure 
Nee) eens lava and ashes along the whole of its great 

neth, 


_The pall of smoke closed in again, obscuring his 
view. 

__ Virgil got the plane under control, and switched i 
infra-red ‘scanners, probing through the pall. ee 

He and Gordon stared aghast at the scene that appeared 
on the video screen. 

The valley was becoming one vast sea of fire and smoke 
and heaving white-hot lava, in which explosions were 
occurring like bursting bubbles on the surface of a caul- 
dron of simmering porridge . . . 

He called the island base, and reported what had hap- 
pened. At Brain’s request he transmitted a video film of 
the soe Bete 

“What d’you make of that, Brains?” he asked, 

“Br— think it is what is known as a—um—fissure or 
lateral eruption, Virgil—but on a colossal scale,” replied. 

Along the line of that valley there must have been a rift 
where the—er—crust of the earth was weak and a great 
Hoan of—er—heated magma must have lain beneath 
it, 

“Magma? You mean lava?” 

“Precisely. Maybe it would have remained undisturbed 
for centuries or have found outlets in the volcanic moun- 
tains Around. But it at to me that the—um—Cobalt- 
lum 5 explosion must have—er—spli earth’, 
along the line of the rift.” nec bia: 

“What if it doesn’t stop splitting?” 
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“Please don’t get alarmed, my dear Virgil.” 
“Alarmed?” broke in Gordon. “Me, I’m scared to 
death!” Hy 

“Me too!” said Virgil grimly. “I’ve got a nightmare 
vision of this fissure going clear round the Earth and 
splitting it open like a walnut.” i 

Brains laughed. ““My dear Virgil, please don’t let—er— 
your imagination run away with you. Many of these fis- 
sures occur at oceanic depths and we know little about 
them because the pressure of thousands of feet of water 
contains the—er—stresses —” : p 

“But this isn’t at oceanic depths, Brains,” put in Jeff 
Tracy soberly from the base. a 

“Nevertheless it will be, Mr. Tracy, if it should pro- 
ceed past the continental shelf into the Pacific. And as 
there are no centres of population in its path and already 
the few villages have been evacuated, I can assure you 
there is—um—absolutely nothing to worry about.” 

“Well,” Jeff growled. “I guess we can take your word 
for it. You're not often wrong, Better get over to Palena, 
boys, and let the ocean take care of the rift erup- 
tion.” 

Little did they realise then that this was one of the 
rare occasions when Brains was wrong, 


At almost the exact moment that Virgil was bringing 
the scorched and blistered bulk of Thunderbird Two 
down on the outskirts of the panic-stricken, smouldering 
town of Palena, Admiral Obergaust, supreme Comman- 
der of the World Navy Strike Forces, was pacing his 
office in Washington, scowling thoughtfully at an illumin- 
ated map of the Southern Pacific. 

Suddenly he stopped and stabbed thé button of the in- 
tercom on his desk. The face of his secretary-aide 
appeared on the video screen. 

“Yes, admiral?” 

“Get me the Commander of the Second Pacific Task 
Force.” 

“Commander Craddock? Yes, admiral!” 

A few minutes later a buzzer sounded and a big video 
screen opposite the map flickered into life. On it 
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appeared a craggy-jawed greying-haired man in naval 
unitoem He Grae his hand to the salute and said 
crisply, 

Gorrie Craddock reporting for briefing, sir!” 

Admiral Obergaust saluted perfunctorily. 

“Commander, I have followed your career with in- 
terest——”’ ‘ 

“Thank you, sir!” 

The admiral frowned. “Kindly allow me to proceed 
without interruption, commander,” he said acidly, ‘‘or I 
shall go no further.” 

The commander’s jaw tightened imperceptibly. “I’m 
sorry, sir,” he murmured, 

Beneath his breath he said, ‘‘The old walrus! I bet he’s 
got some dirty job for me to do,” 

The admiral walked down the room towards the illu- 
tminated map and picked up a long pointer. 

“As I was saying, commander, I have followed your 
career with interest and it has pleased me to recommend 
to the World President that your squadron shall be given 
the honour of testing the new Cobaltium 5  surface-to- 
surface missiles.” 

“T knew it!’ the commander said to himself, “7 hey’re 
dodgy as hell by all accounts and something's always 
liable to go wrong on the initial test.’ 

“Well, commander?” the admiral snapped. “No com- 
ment?” 

“Er—thank you, sir. Guess I’m honoured,” 

“Greatly honoured, commander,” the older man said 
sourly. “Many men with many years seniority over you 
would have leapt at the chance, But, as I said, yours is a 
career which I have followed with interest. As a techni- 
cian and as a sailor you merit the honour I have accorded 
you.” 

“If you were accorded an honour like this you'd find a 
dozen excuses to wriggle out of it.” 

“You said something, commander?” 

“Fr—thank you, sir. I sure appreciate the confidence 
you have in me.” 

“Just one little miscalculation and we'll go all sky- 
high, and he knows it. Armchair sailor!’’ 

The admiral turned to the map, 
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“You will sail at o-six hours tomorrow, commander, 
and rendezvous at the target area at noon.” 

“Yes, sir, And the target?” 

“Obviously, in view of the—ah—potentialities of these 
new toys of the backroom boys, the target must be an 
island that is both remote from shipping and air lanes 
and uninhabited. We don’t want to swell naval expendi- 7 
ture unnecessarily by paying massive compensation to 
some fool who thinks he has found an earthly paradise.” 

The commander cleared his throat, “Excuse me, sir, Is 
that possible these days—to find an island in the Pacific 
both remote from transit Janes and uninhabited?” 

The admiral smiled thinly. 

“Tt is not easy, I admit, commander, but it is possible. 
Here is such an island—in zone XL. position 7237.” 

‘And with the red tip of his pointer he drew a circle 
about a dot of an island isolated in the centre of the 
watery wastes of the South Pacific. 

He turned and inclined his head in abrupt dismissal. 

“That is all, commander! Full instructions on the 
operation of the missiles will reach you under sealed 
orders before you sail. Good Juck!” 

The screen went blank, and in his cabin on the W.N.S. 
Hornet, the commander scowled at his own blank 
screen. 

“The old walrus sounded as though he figured I'll need 
it,” he muttered, 

He shrugged and sat down behind his desk. 

“Qrders are orders and ours not to reason why,” he 
mused, “even if it should prove a short cut to a different 
sort of paradise to that tiny island.” | 

But the commander, a humane and kindly man, would 
not have taken the matter so calmly if he had known that 
the tiny island which he had been instructed to blast to 
atoms with the most deadly explosive force known to 
mankind, was the secret headquarters of the organisation 
he admired above all others, even his own service—In- 
ternational Rescue. 
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ULTIMATUM 


On Tracy Island, Jeff, sitting at his desk in the head- 
quarters lounge, dictating a report to Tin-Tin, looked up 
when an urgent bleeping sounded above him. 

The eyes of Scott’s portrait were flashing in time with 
the bleeps. i 

He touched the switch that raised the microphone hid- 
den in the desk, and said eagerly, “Base to Thunderbird 
One. Come in, Scott!” 

The portrait slid away to reveal a video picture of Scott 
at the controls of his craft. 

“Well, son, what’s the verdict?” Jeff demanded tersely. 

Scott smiled wearily. “That Cobaltium 5 cloud is 
caught in a stratospherical gale at a hundred and fifty 
thousand feet, blowing south-east by east. It’s crossed 
Argentinian Patagonia and is now heading across the 
Gulf of San Jorge. Sparsely populated area, but I esti- 
mate the cloud was travelling too fast to spill its isotopes. 
Check with Brains, Dad.” 

“FAB.” 

Jeff switched on the intercom to the laboratory work- 
shop, but, before he could speak, Brain’s voice said. “Er 
—I was listening in on the extension, Mr. Tracy. I am 
already computerising Scott’s information. The results are 
coming through now.” 

“Okay, Brains, let’s have them.” 

“Well, the—er—stratospheric current to which he re- 
fers is a constant one of—er—velocity 120. It will carry 
the—um—Cobaltum cloud across the southern Atlantic 
and down to the Antarctic Circle, where it will be—er— 
assimilated by another current perpetually circling the 
polar region—” a 


fighting for our lives and 
a ruin. Caramba, what is 


our so lovely town is becoming 
one to think?” 


Scott made no reply, Even in the twenty-first century 
Superstition still ran high among even civilized com- 


munities, in spite of the 


tremendous advances of science, 


He could understand it when he remembered what he 
had witnessed over in Yelcho valley. Even at his craziest, 
Man had never been able to engineer such awful destruc- 


tion. Nature was still hi 
enemy. 


S greatest and most terrifying 


Sounding his siren to warn the refugees, the officer sent 


the jeep charging through 


the smoke-wreathed streets, and 


into what, a only a few hours ago, had been a large and 
beautiful plaza’ with playing fountains and graceful 


palms. 


Now the fountains were dry, their marble basins 


cracked and twisted, the 
shriveled, 


palm fronds were scorched and 


At the far side of the plaza stood a big smoke-grimed 
white building. The wide windows on the galleries that 


ran about its upper floors 


were cracked by heat from other 


buildings which were burning fiercely. 
Ambulances were driving away from it with sirens 


wailing. A big Chilean a 


tmy helijet rose from the roof 


aud whirred away through the smoke haze. 


“The hospital, sefior,” 


explained the officer unneces- 


sarily. “We are evacuating the patients, But it is not easy. 
There are so many extra cases since the eruption, and we 
have not enough ambulances, The less serious cases are 
being taken to tents in a sheltered valley along the coast, 


but the bad cases—alas, 


they need something better. 


There are many operations to do and we have not the 
” 


facilities here. 





plaza, 


te broke off at the sound of an explosion across the 


“Sacramento! What was that—the gasoline station?’ 
“That wasn’t a gasoline explosion, amigo,” Scott said, 
He switched on his control unit, spoke into the micro- 


phone. 
“Mobile control to Fire! 
“Sure, Scott,” came the 


fly. Can you read me, Virgil?” 
‘ply. “Glad you got here. We 





sure need help. Seems like somebody’s just got to breathe 
ther fire breaks out.” nee i 
ae Was that Pad caused that explosion just now? 

“Yeah, Fired a nitro-glycerine shell to cause a Bo 
out, Trying to stop the flames reaching the hospital. Hol 
on, I'll be right with you.” i 
A few rts Tater the Firefly appeared through the 
smoke, its yellow and red hull soot-stained. It rocked over 
the debris littering the plaza, its tracked wheels sce 
ing, its cahelium fireproof shield rising on the hydraulic 
arms. 5 i é 3 

As it came to a standstill, Scott leapt from the jeep an 
ran % it. From the high cab, pet soot down at him 
through the visor of his protective helmet. 

“Gordon's operating the Mole,” he said, “Winkling 
some poor guys out of the vaults of a collapsed store. 
Wish we had the Excadigger and Domo 9 along to clear 

f the wreckage.” i “ 
Scart frowned. “I'm worried about the hospital patients. 
The more casualties you rescue, the more the medical 
resources are going to be Seales Can you spare Thun- 
derbird Two for an hour or so?” i 

“Guess so, We're not likely to be finished here before 
sundown. What’s on your mind, Scott?’ 

“Figured maybe if I ferried the worst cases to Val- 
paraiso where there’s first class hospital facilities it would 
save a lot of lives.” : 

“Sure would, Go to it, Scott. We'll carry on here. May- 
be you could make a wera on your way back and pick 
up the Digger and the Domo?” M 

PEAR. Be seeing you.’ Scott hurried back to the 
police officer, “Take me to your mayor or police chief, 
or whoever’s in charge here, amigo.” 


Jeff Tra ced his lounge, stopping now and then to 
frown firoueh the open window at the calm waters of 
the Pacific, shining like a burnished blue steel mirror in 
the mid-morning sun. 

“Worried abou those boys, Jeff?” Grandma asked, 
looking up from her knitting. 

It aa ve twelve hours now since Scott had collected 
the Excadigger and Domo in Thunderbird Two and flown 

DD 


“In plain English, the fall-out will disperse harmlessly 
above the south polar regions?” 


“Br—yes, Mr. Tracy. That is it in a—er—nutshell, I _ 


suppose.” 

“That’s all we wanted to know, Brains.” 

ee reported Brain’s findings to Scott, who whistled his 
relief. 


“Thank Pete for that, Dad! If that fall out had headed : 


for Europe or Africa I guess I'd have had it on my con- | 
science for not getting to that reactor in time.” 


“Forget it, son, No guy can do more than risk his life. 
But I’m as relieved as you are. Now you’d better head — 


over to Palena and give Virgil and Gordon a hand. From 
all accounts they’ve got their own mighty full.” 

“F.A.B! Pm on my way!” 

As Thunderbird One screamed over the Andes, fire 
was spouting from three peaks south of Mt. Corcovado, 


and the gorges and gullies of the foothills between were — 


running with steaming lava, 
In the distance mountainous seas were pounding the 
countless islands that paralleled the Pacific coast. 
Yelcho valley was almost hidden by clouds of red- 
glowing dust and vapour, but the relentlessly flowing sea 


of lava filling the valley was still many miles from the a 


ocean. 2 

Scott flew down the Palena valley at two thousand 
feet. The lava flow here was small as yet, but fires caused 
by burning debris flung from the volcanoes were devour- 
ing the wooded slopes and cultivated fields and orchards, 
and several villages were abandoned smouldering ruins. 
Over the white buildings of the town towards the river 
mouth hung a pall of grey-brown smoke. 

As Scott descended towards it, he saw a number of 
buildings burning fiercely. 

Thunderbird Two, scorched and blistered and ash- 
covered, was grounded on a flat to the windward side of 
the town, and Scott brought bis own craft down a short 
distance from it, 

As he leapt out, a police officer in a sooty white uni- 
form hurried over to him, and he saw that two other offi- 
os with an armoured jeep.were posted by Thunderbird 

‘wo, 
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The officer noticed his inquiring glance. } 

“The sefiors from the other plane asked for a police 
guard, amigo, to prevent photographs being taken. it is 
vital, they say.” He shrugged with a weary smile. “Not 
that anyone here has time to take the pictures.” s 

“International Rescue may have unscrupulous enemies 
seeking their secrets anywhere, sefior,” Scott said flatly. 
“Vd Jike the guard extended to my craft, please. Where 
are my colleagues?” 

The officer gestured towards the smoking town. 

“They fight a big fire, amigo. It threatens the hospital. 
Already they perform miracles with your so wonderful 
Firefly, but ” He shrugged again. “Phere are so many 
fires, As soon as one is put out, falling Java lights another. 
And we are short of water. The mains are fractured and 
the river runs low because the lava blocks the flow from 
the hills.” i 

“Can I borrow your jeep?” demanded Scott. 

“Si, si, sefior.” The officer smiled eagerly. “For Inter- 
national Rescue we lend anything.” 

The officers helped Scott to load his mobile control 
units on to the jeep. He put on his protective suit, and 
then one of them drove him into the burning town. 

A scene of chaos met his eyes. Soot-grimed men and 
women and children, with scorched clothes and smoke- 
bleared eyes, some of them wearing improvised masks of 
bandannas, were working feverishly to clear threatened 
buildings of their contents and loading them on cars and 
trucks and mule carts. A long procession was wending its 
way towards the mouth of the river a few miles off, 

“They think they will be safe where there.is water, 
sefior,”’ the officer said, “but there is no safety unless the 
mountains stop being angry with us.” 

Scott glanced curiously at his sombre face. “You don’t 
believe that stuff about the mountains being angry, 
amigo?” 

He shrugged, showed white teeth in a mirthless grin. 

‘Who knows what goes on inside the Earth, Sefior 
Thunderbird? For centuries our mountain sleeps, then all 
of a sudden—Pouf! she plans her head off and we are 
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back to Palena, taking Alan with him to help relieve the 
sirain on Virgil and Gordon, 

Since then events had moved with frightening speed, 
Further minor eruptions had occurred along the coastal 
Tange and fire had broken out in three more towns, caus- 
ing havoc beyond the scope of the local rescue services, 
There had been constant calls on Toternational Rescue, 

Between them the four Tracy brothers had been on 
almost continuous duty now for the better part of twenty- 
four hours. 

“Pm not worried about them,” Jeff growled, “They’re 


tough enough to take it, It’s just—well, I sure feel I want . 


to be there rooting with "em, mother,” 

She snorted, “Only yesterday you were saying you were 
needed here to run things. What you want is some sl 
to get the wool out of your brain, Jef Tracy, Why don’t 
you take a break? We'll call you as soon as you're 
needed.” 

He smiled wearily, ploughing his fingers through his 
crisp greying hair. 

“Maybe you're tight, mother. Guess I do need a break. 
Tl take a dip in the pool and cool off.” 

She clicked her needles in exasperation. ‘Stubborn! 


Stubborn as a mule. Sure don’t know who you take 


after.” 

He pinched her cheek affectionately. “I’m your son, 
Grandma,” he chuckled, crossing the room to go to his 
Own quarters, 

Suddenly a red light winked above his desk and an 
urgent buzzer sounded, Instantly his weariness was gone. 
In a few swift strides he was at his desk, flicking on the 
switch of the intercom, 

“What's the trouble, Tin-Tin?” he demanded, “What's 
the early warning system sounding for?” 

“Unidentified surface craft approaching from direction 
north-north-east six-o-three, Mr. Tracy.” 

“How far?” 

“One hundred miles, They are heading for Mateo 
Island.” 

“Mateo?” 

Jeffs jaw tightened. International Rescne’s auxiliary 
repair shops aad storerooms on Mateo were weil con- 
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i i tly bar- 
led, and there was nothing on the tiny, apparen! j 
el rock of an island to attract the curious, Anyone head 
ing that way must fee a set purpose. 
EY ny craft?” e 
Several Total displacement considerably over one 
i thousand tons.” 1 eae 
othe Eger scanners forsee at pero e 
i ide circle about Tracy Island, one ‘ 
Mateo Island itself, relayed warning of approach to the 
base by air, surface or underwater craft. Few craft gee 
did approach this lonely AS in the southern ocean, an 
‘ly more than singly. : aE 
bane like a naval force,” Jeff said tersely. ““What 
la eS At . . 
ie i Aria the switch on his desk that raised the hidden 
icrophone, spoke into it. i 
m Thunderbird Five from base. Come in, John!” fi 
John’s portrait slid aside and he smiled down at his 
father from the yee screen. 
“Yes, Father?’’ i ‘Nes 
“There’s a naval squadron approaching from Sener 
north-north-east six-o-three. Get the scanners on it an 
see what you can find out, son.” 
“EAB” v 4 
John went off the air, and up in the space station more 
hyper-sensitive scanners, far more efficient than any so 
jealously guarded by the world forces, began to operate. 
Computers clicked and hummed and flashed, collating the 
information relayed to them—inter-ship messages, even 
bridge to engine room instructions—scrambling it, de- 
coding it. x ca ‘ Ae 
Jeft waited impatiently, striding the lounge like a cag 
animal, while Tin-Tin reported that the fast-moving ves- 
sels were passing Mateo, but maintaining course, = 
“That means they’re heading Straight for us,” Jeff 
growled. ““There’s nothing else within a thousand miles 
a! di sd, 
Relax, son,” soothed Grandma. “What's there to get 
so het up about? Guess they’re just On manoeuvres. 
They’ve got to do something to earn their wages and use 
up the toys their backroom boys keep inventing to earn 
theirs,” a 


dh spite of himself, Jeff chuckled, and then a bleeping 
sent him dashing to the desk again. 

“Come in, John!” he snapped. “What have you 
learned?” 

“Plenty. Seven atomic-powered surface craft of World 
Navy. Second Pacific Task Force, Flagship . W.N.S. 
Hornet. Commander Mike Craddock. Rendezvous noon 
——at. Tracy Island.” 

JefE scowled. “They designate it Tracy Island?” 

“No. I got the location reading, checked it with World 
Naval Strategic charts in the top secret file.” 

“What the heck do they want here?” 

“My information on that isn’t complete, father, I 
gather the island is target for a special strike exercise.” 

“The blazes it is!” 

Jeff almost snarled the words, His grizzled hair seemed 
to bristle, his cragay jaw set like granite, 

“Nobody comes messing around here without my say- 
80,” he growled. “Who the tarnation do these Navy guys 


think they are? Give me a tadio link to this C E 
Mike Craddock.” Sn ear ae eer 


“F.A.B., father!” 

i oe Commander Craddock was surprised 
when the radio operator ran; through to him on th 
Pages of the W.N.S. Hornet, : “a zi 

“Urgent call for you, sit—from some guy callin: him- 
self J efferson, Not a service call, sir.” can . 

Private? How the deuce can anyone get a private call 
through to a naval vessel On secret exercises?—Put him 


through, but try to locate the source of the call, Alert 
security,” 


“Yes, sir!” 

Commander Craddock listened to Jeff with growing 
amazement, 

“You beamed this call on your private transmitter from 
that island, Mr. Jefferson? You Say you are living on it? 
But the Admiral assured me Personally that it was unin- 


; “Then. your admiral’s either got inefficient sources of 
en or he’s a blamed fool, commander! ” 

“TU plump for the second alternative,” the comman- 
der thought with a thin smile, ie 
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Aloud he said. ‘‘Relax, Mr. Jefferson. Maybe there’s 
been some mistake. With your permission, I'll be right 
over to thrash this thing out.” ae 

“You're welcome,” growled Jeff, ringing off. 

‘The commander smiled at his first officer as he put 

wn the receiver. 

Puce he’s some nutcase living in a thatched mud hut 
to get away from it all. Take over, Number One. Vd bet- 
ter buzz across and humour the guy and talk him into 
leaving quietly.’’ i At Mitaips 

“Aye, aye, sit!” grinned his subordinate. “Bring me 
back a coconut! ” 

As his Seahawk marine-jet touched down on the calm 
surface of the white-fringed lagoon, Commander Crad- 
dock stared in astonishment at the scene before him, at 
the attractive glass and conerete buildings set among 
graceful palms and luxuriant tropical gardens afire with 
exotic red and white and purple blooms. 

“Well, Pll be jiggered!” he muttered. “The guy who 
created this can’t be a nutcase. He really has got an island 
paradise.” E 

The plane taxied to the landing stage and, as he stepped 
on to it, he was greeted with outstretched hand by a smil- 
ing Jeff Tracy, in tropical jacket and slacks and a flop- 
brimmed sun-hat. 

“Sorry about this, commander. Sure hate to put you to 
inconvenience.” 

“No inconvenience—no inconvenience at all, Mr. 
Jefferson,” the naval man said, shaking hands absently 
and staring about him with growing bewilderment, “It’s 
a pleasure, I guess.”” 

Jef took his arm, led him along the causeway. “Come 
up to the house and have a coffee. You're not American?” 

“Nope. Aussie. Sydaey’s my home town. South Pacific 
man myself, so you can bet I appreciate an island like 
this.” 

As they went past the swimming pool and across the 
patio, with its gaudy sun-umbrellas and wicker f urniture, 
Jeff found himself wondering what the commander’s re. 
action would be if he learned that beneath that pool was 
the launch pit of the great rocket craft known to the world 
as Thunderbird One, and oa behind the apparently in- 

Bi 


naceny cliff face was the huge hangar of Thunderbird 
Wo, 

But that was something the commander must not 
learn. At all costs Jeff had to preserve the secret of Inter- 
national Rescue, 

They went up the curving stairway to the lounge. 
Grandma and Tin-Tin were standing there, 

ny mother and my secretary, Miss Kyrano,” Jeff 
said, 

ete commander saluted. “A pleasure to meet you, 
ies,”” 

Grandma smiled approvingly. “That goes for us too, 
commander. Do sit down! ” 

“Thanks!” 

Mill at ease, the commander sank on a couch in the 
middle of the room. Jeff smiled tightly, wondering what 
the naval man would say if he knew that at the touch of 
a button that couch would sink through the floor and con- 
vey him along an underground moving way to the base of 
the spaceship Thunderbird Three, “housed under the 
queer-looking round-house across the island, 

“You all live here, Mr, Jefferson?” the commander 
asked. “I mean, it’s your permanent home?” 

“Sure, I’ve got five sons, too, but tight now they’re all 
away on—er—businegs,”’ 

Kyrano came in with coffee and cookies, 

“My servant and very old friend,” Jeff introduced him. 
“Also Miss Kyrano’s father,” 

“Sure,” smiled Grandma, “We're all one big happy 
family, commander, and we'd sure to hate to have to leave 
this island.” 

Commander Craddock’s weather-tanned face flushed, 
“Guess that’s my cue, huh? Well, Pl come to the point. 
My orders are to use this island as a target for the testing 
of a new surface-to-surface missile. Zero hour is twelve 
noon today.” ' 

For a long moment there was silence. A parrot 
screeched among the trees, A gaudy red and orange but- 
terfly fluttered into the open window and out again, 

Grandma was the first to speak. “Shucks, that’s kind 
of awkward, commander, I’ve made a special fruit flan 
for lunch and we don’t take Hs till half after noon,” 
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The commander laughed uneasily. “Sure swell of you 
aol ee ee ar 
chest, “Right inside here, Pm i pea there 
must have been an official blunder and you're on ily a 
ing, orders, commander, That’s why I invitec J 
cee Se ee 
mt Ne wee man’s rugged face tightened. ae ihe desae 
te counteineciieds et it a ashes foe Ee Admiral” 
Mat Jffeon, Ive you hy promise that Vt do evry 
Pipa held’ cht his mee Thagk you | know I can rely 
ua Rete aan ae ae Getty with him, and shook hands 
aon you as soon as I get a decision,” the com- 
mander said as he boarded the Seahawk. 


call came through. 

Aer vatterson, Pat sorry, but Admiral Obergaus says 
only the World President can countermand that order. iat 

Jeff’s grey eyes flashed. “Well, can’t he ae 
President in Unity City and put the facts to him : 

“The President is on a health cruise to a secret Sesune 
tion and only top priority messages can be aon 
to him, The admiral does not consider this is a top pee y 
case. He says you can file a compensation claim with the 
Treasury peeaieiva oie 

a mimander- 

“Sore Me Jefferson! ‘You have my personal symbathy 
—for what it’s worth. I squeezed one concession out o} 
the admiral. The exercise will be postponed for ee 
four hours. You must vacate the island and get out of the 
radiation area within that time . . . Goodbye! 
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CALLING LADY PENELOPE 


Jerv switched off the tadiopho! E rv 
ma oe aaa his rugsed face ae es Oe 
., , well, that’s that! Unless we can do s thi 
it in the next twenty-four h Tra “il ae 
doomed Ly biden ours, I guess Tracy Island is 
ears glistened in Tin-Tin’s lovely dark eyes. She ki 
ay much this meant to the man she had Be to Jena 
anos as a second father, what a terrible blow it was 
ears of planning and effort, millions of dollars had 
ane. ae pees ot the fantastic organisation of 
1 escue, ready thousands of I 
cae) or unknowingly, owed their lives to eo é 
“They just can’t do it, Mr. Trac j 
¢ . ‘y—they ju: qu 
“ burst out, “There must be some way fobs them. 
die eutbed a mand wearily over his face, Hours with- 
eae per rest had taken their toll of him—and now 


_ There may be some way, my dear,” id wi 
bee Smile “But right now 4 Sa think ofits ene 
tandma snorted. “Shucks. you'll just have t ell 
bonehead of an admi at this rally ta gee 
That pain ial what this island really is, Jeff, 
. “Guess not, mother. Once the world | i 
2 the secret base of International Rescue well be the 
were anyway. The rubbernecks would be queuing up to 
Betetes iets and cruises to take a look at it. Our 
rts pas usted wide open and we'd have to find 
“But the world need never know, Mr, T; ie, i 
peels, who had come quietly into’ the on hae 
a ae ae ce grease, ue blinked through his horn- 

E u—er—requested ti 
World Navy would respect that?” © SCTCCY> surely the 
f course they would!” Tin-Tin said eagerly. “They 
b 


owe you that much, Mr. Tracy. You’ve saved a lot of 
their men and craft.” 

“Maybe, but the official mind doesn’t work that way, 
honey. Some of their top brass are jealous of us, Tt sure 
gets their goat that we’ve been able to maintain such 
secrecy when international spies filch their own secrets, 
They'd give all their gold braid to get hold of Brain’s ine 
ventions.” 

Wortiedly he began to pace the room. : 

“T happen to know that this Admiral Obergaust is one 
of a group who had agitated to get us declares an illegal 

organisation, hoping to blackmail us into sharing our 
secrets with them. Even if they did promise top secrecy, 
there would be no guarantee it would be observed. Some 
newshound with good connections in Unity City or Wash- 
ington would ferret out the information sooner or later.” 

‘They were silent for a moment, then Brains said, “Er 

maybe it would be better if we transferred everything 
to Mateo Island?” 

“In twenty-four hours?’ demanded Jeff. “The craft and 
mobile equipment, yes. But the installations—that would 
be impossible! ” f 

Then he squared his shoulders and his jaw jutted de- 
terminedly. 

“But we're not licked yet. We've still got twenty-four 
hours. In that time anything may happen.” 

“Sure!”? Grandma sniffed. “all we need is a miracle.” 

Jeff squeezed her shoulder affectionately. “International 
Rescue has pulled off a lot of seeming miracles, mother.” 

“Not this sort, son.” Then her grey eyes sparked de- 
flantly behind her glasses, “There’s only one thing for 
it!” 















“What?” 

“We'll just sit tight and tell them to do their darnedest. 
‘They can’t blow Tracy Island out of the sea if there are 
folk on it.” 


“Maybe,” Jef said. “But they’d send a boarding party 
to take us off at the point of a gun.” 
“Point of a gun, fiddlesticks!” Grandma snorted, 
“They'd have to hogtie me to get me——” 
There was an urgent bleeping from Scott’s picture and 
Jeff switched on the microphone. 
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“Base to Thunderbird One! Come in, Scott!” 

Scott’s grave, smoke-grimed face appeared on the video 
screen, 

“Something wrong, Scott?” Jeff asked anxiously, 

“Plenty. P've got bad trouble, Dad, A white hot 
boulder ‘flung out of a voleano_ hit my tail. Sections 
ALPHA 673/1 and 673/2 are fused and GAMMA 
59473UF is destroyed. There may be other damage that 
I can’t locate. Guess Pll have to return for emergency 
repairs,” 

Jef’s face tightened. “How soon can you make it?” 


“Three hours, maybe. The fuel feed isn’t functioning | 


properly, I can’t exceed a thousand miles an hour.” 

His father hesitated, then said, “F.A.B., son, Tell Vir- 
gil to escort you home. We don’t want you ditching half- 
way. He can leave Gordon and Alan there with the 
equipment, to carry on with the rescue work.” 

“F.A.B., Dad! Be seeing you,” 

Jeff switched off. “That's all we needed,” he growled. 
“Something tells me this just isn’t our day.” 

“Why didn’t you tell him about the notice to quit, 
Jeff?” asked Grandma. 


“Heck, he’s got enough to worry about right now. Let — 


him get Thunderbird back safely first.” 


“Er—excuse me, Mr. Tracy!’? Brains said. “What — 


about the naval squadron? Theit—er—scanners will spot 
the planes.” 

“Great Jupiter! I forgot that.” 

Jeff called the space station and, when John appeared 
on the video screen, he said, 

“Put the scanners on that task force again, son, Find 
out what their location will be in the next few hours.” 

“T’ve already done that, father,” John smiled, “I 
picked up the ‘commander’s order, They’re returning to 
base and sailing again at o-six hours tomorrow.”” 

“Nice work!” grunted Jef, “Their course is nor’-nor’- 
east, Scott and Virgil will be approaching from due east, 
so theyll be well clear of a collision course, But it means a 
mighty quick repair job if we're to get Thunderbird One 
airborne inside twenty-four hours,” 

“We'll do it, Mr. Tracy.” Braing said confidently, “If 
necessary we can—er—transfer it to Mateo Island,” 
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ing scanners picked up the homing 
Tee eThunderbirds. 
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“Sure, that might be an idea. Better go and get those 


E ponents were for, because Brains had cleverly conceived 
Spares ready, Brains.” 


them in such a way that each component, besides being 
‘in integral part of International Rescue equipment, could 
also fit into such innocent equipment as radios, tractors, 


Three hours later the early warning scanners picked | 
up the homing Thunderbirds, But, when they arrived over 
the island, Scott reported further trouble, 

“Guess I can’t land without crashing her. The retros 
have failed.” 

Over the laboratory workshop extension microphone, 
Brains asked, “How Jong can you stay up, Scott?” 

“Twenty hours maybe, if the fuel feed doesn’t give out 
on me. 

“That should be enough. Now please detail ail the 
damage and—er—faulty instrumentation so I can—er— _ 
ascertain what components are required,” 

“RAB.” 

Scott radioed the information and Braing recorded it 
and fed it into a computer, He read the analysis aloud — 
as it registered on a video screen. 

“Sections ALPHA 673/1—check .. . 673/2—check 
2, GAMMA 59473 UF—check . | . RONTGEN X/ 
823 Great gamma tays!”” 

“What’s wrong, Brains?” Jeff demanded anxiously over 
the intercom. 

, “There isn’t a RONTGEN unit in stock, Mr, Tracy.” 

“Why the heck not?” 

“Ym sorry, Mr. Tracy, but I must have—er—forgotten 
to re-order. It is a thousand to one chance against that — 
particular component needing—er—replacement—_” 

“Well, the chance has come up, Brains,” Jeff said 
tersely, “Is it a vital component?” 

“Er—I am afraid so, Mr. Tracy. If Thunderbird One 
remains airborne without it for more than another twelve 
hours the—um—reactor will overheat——” 

“Then for Pete’s sake find out where you can get a re- 
Placement.” 

“Er—yes, Mr, Tracy.” 

In the interests of security all series of components of 
the International Rescue equipment were manufactured — 
by different companies scattered throughout the world, 

None of the manufacturers knew exactly what the com- 

66 










computers and so on. 


In the further interests of security, delivery was effected 
by devious methods, with various agents passing on the 
components until eventually they were dropped in radio- 
‘clive marker containers over the Pacific by a plane, and 
picked up from the ocean bed by Gordon in Thunderbird 
Your. r 

In that way it was impossible for enemies of Inter- 
national Rescue to trace the secret base of International 
Rescue, 

Brains fed a code card into the computer and on the 
screen flashed the address, Afro-Arabian Components, 
Cairo, 

He blinked nervously at Jeff, who had come through 
into the laboratory. 

“Er—this is most unfortunate. It takes thirty hours to 
get delivery of the RONTGEN component through our 

—er—usual channels.” 

“Then we'll have to get it through unusual channels,” 
Jeff growled. 

“But the component factory will be closed, Mr. Tracy. 
It is now almost midnight in Cairo, and——” 

“I don’t care if the moon’s green over Cairo—we’ve 
#ot to get that component, Brains—and well inside twelve 
hours. For Pete’s sake think of something, son.” 

Jeff began to pace the laboratory, slapping his clenched 
list into the palm of his hand. 

“There’s got to be some way, even if it means throwing 
security measures to the wind,” he muttered, “Darn it, 
‘hat may not matter much longer, anyway, if the Navy 
get their way, but if we lose Thunderbird One as well as 
the island By Jupiter, I’ve got it!” 

He sprang to the intercom. ‘‘Tin-Tin! Where’s Lady 
Penelope taking her vacation?” 

“Greece, Mr. Tracy.” 

“I thought so. That’s great, honey. Tell John to con- 
tact her immediately.” 

* * * * 
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“The Parthenon by moonlight,” murmured Lady Pene- 


lope. “One of the great sights of the world,” 
“Strewth!”” Parker, the former cracksman who was ni 

her devoted butler’ and chauffeur, 

glasses. “It’s a bit of a dump, ain’t it?” 


_ “Dump?” she gasped in dismay. “Really, Parker! Tt 
z ended as an outstanding example of Grecian archi. 
lecture. 


“Your education seems to have been sadly neglected. 
Parker. The Parthenon was—er—knocked ABOUE i bit by 
the Venetians in 1687.” 

phe Gita like a Venetians. Somethin’ un’ealthy 
about blokes wot their streets with water and 
their time making blinds.” nae 

Lady Penelope smiled. “You are incorrigible, Parker, 
I give up. Let us drive on. I should like a nice cup of tea 
ioe : retire for the night.” 

S they took their seats in the car an ur ent bleepi 
sounded from the dashboard and a red light hike 


“Hemergency call from International Rescue, m lady,” 


Parker said, flicking a switch, 

John Tracy’s voice said, “Thunderbird Five to Lady 
Penelope, Can you read me?” ; 

Perfectly, John.” She spoke into the hand microphone 
attached to the iuxurious rear seat, “Is anything the mat- 
ter, eae boy?” 

“Plenty, Lady Penelope, But Til put y z 
Dad. He'll give the the heen Pon 

_ Really!” she murmured, “These American expres- 
sions! They are nearly as bad as yours, Parker.” 

Taking from her handbag a large jewelled gold pow- 
der compact. Lady Penelope opened it, A touch of a con-. 
cealed switch and the mirror became a small video screen 
on which Jeff Tracy’s rugged face immediately appeared. © 
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“Hi, Penny!” he smiled. “Sure sorry to have to inter- 


rupl your vacation, but we’ve got bad trouble.” 


Rapidly he told her the situation on Tracy Island. 

“Dear mel”? she gasped. “This is a calamity. How can 
I help, Jeff?” 

“Brains needs a special component as fast as possible. 
You'll get one from the Afro-Arabian Components fac- 
tory on the outskirts of Cairo. They’re stored on the fourth 
floor in an anti-radiation locker marked RONTGEN 
X/823. How soon can you get there?” 

“One moment, Jeff.’? She looked at Parker. “Please 
ascertain the distance and estimated time of arrival at 
Cairo, Parker. We'll use the yacht, of course.” 

“Okey-doke, m’lady.” : 

Parker pressed a button on the switchboard and a map 
of the eastern Mediterranean was illuminated. 

“Cairo is happroximately seven ’undred miles, m’lady. 
At maximum speed I estimate we will arrive in about 
three ’ours,” 

“Thank you, Parker. You heard that, Jeff?” i 

“Sure.” His face was grim. “That cuts our time to nine 
hours before Thunderbird One blows up, not allowing 
for the time it may take you to get the unit, But it’s got 
lo be enough. Go to it, Penny! As soon as you get that 
component, radio me, and I’ll make arrangements to pick 
it up.” 

“PAB, Jeff. Meanwhile, please don’t worry. Every- 
thing’s going to be all right.” 

He smiled tightly. “I hope you’re a good prophet, 
honey. So long and good luck.” 

He vanished from the tiny video screen and Lady 
Penelope snapped shut her powder compact. 

“Drive down to the harbour, Parker. We can have our 
cup of tea aboard Fab 2.” 

“Yes, m’lady,” he sighed, 

“Anything wrong, Parker?” 

“It’s just that I gotta feeling I won’t get me beauty 
sleep tonight.” 

“Poor Parker,” she murmured, “and you do so need 
it!” 
‘The narrow sreets of the Athens dockland were almost 
deserted when Parker drove the Rolls carefully through 
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them. From cafés came the gay sounds of singing and 
bouzoukis strumming, but there were few people on the 
Streets, j 

In the harbour the lights of shipping twinkled, reftect-! 
ing in the placid water along which the big moon flung 
a broad path of yellow light, 

Parker eased the Rolls down a deserted slipway and 
into the water. He touched a bution on the dashboard 
and the car’s hydrofoils descended, buoying up its great 
weight, and then the vortex-aquajet powerpack on the rear 
hydrofoil drove it smoothly across the datks water to where | 
a sleek blue-and-white streamlined sea-going motor yacht | 
rode gracefully at anchor, 4 

As the Rolls neared it, an invisible ray activated the 
mechanism of a hatch at water level. It rose silently, and 
Parker steered the car into the bomb-proof hold beyond, 
The hatch closed automatically, powerful machinery _ 
whined and the water was pumped out of the hold, 

Parker opened the Canopy and helped Lady Penelope 
to alight. At the rear of the hold a door slid open and she 
led the way through this into a luxurious cabin, 

“Kindly put the kettle on, Parker, while I take the con- 
trols. By the time we are clear of the harbour it should 
be boiling.” 

“Very well, m'lady. But I do *ope this ain’t goin’ to 
be a rough trip.” 

“On the Mediterranean under a harvest moon, Parker? 
What could be more relaxing? But once we are out of the 
harbour I shall turn over the controls to George. Trying 
i dodge all these little islands becomes such a frightful 

eat 

Lady Penelope steered through the harbour entrance, 
then switched over to the auto-pilot and joined Parker in 
the lounge, where he was placing a tea tray on the table, 

“One lump or two, m’lady?”” he asked, when she sat 
down, 

“Er—one please, Parker, I really must watch my 
waist-line, or there will be simply nothing in my ward- | 
robe to fit me.” 

“Cor!” thought Parker, as he poured the tea, “That'll | 
be the day!” : 
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Ile handed her the delicate Wedgwood cup, and she 


smiled graciously. 


“Thank you, Parker! When we’ve had this I think we 


can get a little of that beauty sleep you are so afraid of 
iissing, George will warn us when we approach our des- 


tination.” 


“This ’ere’s the place, m’lady,” Parker said, stopping 
the Rolls in a narrow street beneath the towering white 

all of a factory building. 
F ‘They aljohted: Sand that had drifted in from the desert 
was thick under their feet. The moon was low in the west 
now and deep shadow lay along the street. 

Lady Penelope, dressed in a tight-fiting black overall 
suit, regarded the building with an expert eye. 

“Better test for burglar alarms, Parker, We don’t want 
lo create a disturbance in the wee small hours of the morn- 
ing.” 

“Certainly not, m’lady.” 

From the, asneouid pocket of the car, Parker took a 
small gadget like a micro-camera, He pressed a switch 
and a pale blue ray stabbed from it. Slowly and ‘methodic- 
ally he played it over every window and door. ; 

“It’s well bugged, m’lady. Both photo-electric devices 
and plain old-fashioned wired alarms.” 

“Kindly deal with them, Parker.” 

He pressed another switch and the ray changed to deep 
violet. Presently he said. ‘‘Orl clear, m’lady.” F 

“Shall we proceed? I think we’ll use the hoist. We don’t 
want to use the inside elevators, and climbing all those 
flights of stairs would be most fatiguing.” 

“Yes, m’lady.” 

He opened the capacious boot. A touch of a_button 
and a small platform rose a foot or so from it on a 
hydraulic hoist pillar. i : ; 

“All aboard, m’lady,” he said, holding out his hand 
{o help her on to the platform, 

“Thank you, Parker! ” 

He mounted it beside her. Another touch of a button, 
and the hoist rose smoothly and silently into the dark- 
ness, Outside a fourth ao eee Parker stopped it, A 
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“Stop where you are, my friends!” a voice rasped. “You 


few minutes work with a complex tool and the metald o 
WY ave under arrest, 


framed window was open, 
“After you, m’lady!” 
He helped her through the window and they found 
themselves in a long storage room lined with massive 
lockers. They moved slowly along the aisles, examining} 
the names on them with a black light beam that illumin 
ated only the object on which it was focussed and radi 
ated no light itself, j 
“Ah, here we are, Parker!” Lad: Penelope said a 
last. “RONTGEN X/823. I don’t think this is a job fo: 
a hairpin, do you? Use the electronic lock opener.” 
“Yes, m’lady.” 


THE HOOD STRIKES 


“Cops!” Parker whispered hoarsely, “That’s torn it.” 
“Dear me,” eared Lady Penelope. “How careless 
of us.” A 

“What can we do, nvlady? Tell ’em the truth? 

“How ce we—without giving International Rescue 
secrets away? Ne, I am afraid. z uy 
Up with, your hands!” the voice rasped again, and a 
powerful torch beam stabbed out, dazzling them, ch 

“Oh, please be careful!’ Lady Penelope gasped, in 
apparent distress, putting her hands up to her eyes. i 
my. friend drops the cylinder he is carrying there will 
a most frightful bang.”” R 

The the of mangers figures checked uncertainly. 

From between her fingers, Lady Penelope whispered 
fiercely, “Hold your breath, Parker—and be prepared to 
dive for the Rolls.” : 

Parker grunted acknowledgement, and held his breath. 

The next moment Lady Penelope brought her hands 
away from her face—and in one of them was a small 
capsule she had jerked from her neckband. ne 

She flung it to the ground. It burst and a faintly 
luminescent cloud of gas arose, dispersing quickly. 

With startled shouts the police officers leapt back, but 
already the swift-acting paralyzing gas was at work. One 
by one the officers, with choking cries, buckled at the 
Knees and fell, their guns dropping from their nerveless 
hands. : 

Before the last of them had hit the ground, Lady Pene- 
lope and Parker had scrambled into the Rolls and the 
uir-tight gull-wing canopy had closed on them, 

“Phew!” Lady Penelope es: letting out her breath, 
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“Careful, Parker! Mr, Tracey said this was an anti- 
radiation locker, Better check for radiation before we—] 
er—Iift the loot.” 


eae cediation cylinder, Parker carefully lifted it from the) 
locker, ; 
“Strewth!”” he muttered, “It’s mighty heavy for a little; 
rats j 
“Then be careful you don’t drop it,” Lady Penelope | 
said, leading the way back to the window. “It would be 
terrible if something went off and made a mess of this 
factory.” q 
“To say nothing of you an’ me, m’lady. Why I ever, 
allow meself to get mixed up in capers like this, I doa’ 
know. I oughta stick to plain honest safe-breaking.” y 
They climbed out of the window on to the hoist, The 
Rolls gleamed faintly in the dark silent street below. ; 
“Let us descend, Parker. Then we'll radio Mr. Tracy | 
for further instructions.” 
“Okey-doke, m’lady. ’Old tight!” j 
Silently the hoist descended. They alighted from it and 
closed the boot. j 
And thea from the shadows stepped a ring of uni- 
formed men, guns glinting in their hands, { 
ips 


“Another few seconds amd I would have burst. Drive 
quickly, Parker—but do be careful you don’t hurt th 
poor unfortunate police officers.” 

“Trust me, m’lady.” 


Switching on the headlights, Parker skilfully negoti 


ated the prostrate figures and drove out of the street in 
the main thoroughfare, 
“Where to, m’lady?” 


radio transceiver, 
“International Rescue from F.A.B, One.” 


“Come in, Parker!” John replied from the space 


Lady Penelope switched on her microphone. “Please! 


put me through to your father, John,” 


A moment later she was telling Jeff Tracy what had 


happened. 
“Swell, Penny! Pity about those police guys, but I guess 


you had no choice. Either you told them about Inter- 
national Rescue or ‘you risked not getting that RONT- 


GEN unit to us. Both would have been disastrous,” 
“How do you want us to get the unit to you, Jeff?” 
‘Head west along the coastal highway towards Tunisia, 
Somewhere along that route, Brains will meet you. Kyrano 


miles from you, and every minute you can save them may 


be vital.” 
F.A.B., Jeff! Leave it to us—or rather to the Rolls,” 


She switched off. “You heard that, Parker? Please step | 


on ae There is not a moment to lose.” 
“There never is,” he growled. “All this bl i 
rushin’ about ain’t nacheral. Ah well, ’ere eal Penna 


With a shrug of Toso he triggered maximum _ 












speed, Then miles out of Cairo he swung the great pink 
tar yound a cloverieaf crossing and sent it screaming west 
through the desert night at over two hundred miles an 


hour, 


lady Penelope relaxed on her luxurious seat. A 
“Too bad we won’t have time to look at the pyramids 


in the moonlight, Parker, but perhaps we can—er— 
jemedy the omission on our way back to pick up Fab 1.” 
She patted a yawn. “I think I'll take a little nap, Parker. 
Do call me if anything untoward arises.” 


On the patio beside the swimming pool at the island 


base, Jeff Tracy looked gravely at Brains and Kyrano, 


who had changed his yellow silk Oriental costume for 
llying overalls, & 

“Well, Lady Penelope and Parker have done their bit. 
Now it’s up to you two.” Jeff glanced at his watch. ““You’ve 
jot less than nine hours to get that RONTGEN unit back 
here and into Thunderbird One, Brains,” 

‘The young scientist blinked nervously through his thick 
lenses. 

“Er—I am quite aware of that, Mr. Tracy. But it 
should be sufficient. I have—er—calculated that at a 
velocity of Mach 4 we will reach South Tunisia in three 
hours. In that time F.A.B, One will have travelled pos- 
sibly seven hundred miles—to Benghazi—and will be only 
six hundred miles away. Therefore we should—er— 
rendezvous somewhere in Tripolitania within the next 
fifteen minutes. That will give us three hours for the re- 
(urn flight and three hours to—um—effect the repair.” 

Jeff frowned. “Sounds fine, Brains. But remember the 
old saying about the slips ’twixt cup and lip. Me, I’m not 
counting my chickens until I see you touching down again. 
on the runway.” 

He looked anxiously at Kyrano. “Sure you feel up to 
this, old friend? It’s a long time since you've flown the 
plane.” 

“Do not worry about me, Mr. Tracy,” siniled Kyrano. 
“Tt makes me feel very good to be able to do something 
active for International Service, instead of just serving 
the refreshments,” ee 





Hivh over the Andes flashed the plane. To the south, 
the lites of the eruptions flickered through the pall of 
Papou und smoke that hung over the mountains, 














I spite of the heaviness of his heart, Jeff laughed 
clapped a hand on the other man’s shoulder. 
“That’s a more important part of the set-up than you 


imagine, old friend. . . . Let’s gol” MW) over the great heart of the South American contin- 

They went down to the long causeway leading to theif ey wil ihe Amazonian jungles it sped, out over the deeps 
sea, where Jeff’s sleek blue and silver private supersonic vf (li) Atlantic, screaming towards the moonlit night zone 
jet stood gleaming in the afternoon sun. Virgil, his o that sill held Africa in its thrall. 


pairs, was making a final check of the powerful engines. 

He jumped down as they approached, “She's okay; 
Kyrano, You shouldn’t have any trouble. But I figure 
ought to make this trip instead of you——” 

“No, son,” Jeff broke in. “You're needed here. If any. 
thing should go wrong and we have to think up an emer- 
gency plan to save Thunderbird One—_” 

“Yeah, I guess you're right, Dad. But I sure hope ii 
doesn’t come to that.” He forced a weary smile at Kyran 
and Brains. “Good luck, fellers! Give my regards to Lad 
P. and Parker.” 

Tin-Tin hugged and kissed her father. “Look after 
yourself,” she said huskily. “Come back safe.” 

He smiled at her fondly. “Of course I shall, my dear. 
There is nothing for you to worry about. This is just 
simple flight.” { 


Above the dark green sea of a south-east Asian jungle, 
shimmering and steaming in the noon heat, a black heli- 
copler hovered like a gigantic sinister bird of prey. i 

With a soft whirring of its vanes, it descended into a 
clearing. Bright-plumaged birds flew away, squawking; 
monkeys screeched puny defiance at this monster that was 
invading their haunts, where seldom a human foot trod. 

A tiger, roused from its sleep in the undergrowth, bared 
is fangs in a vicious snarl, then slunk away into the fetid 
depths. A cobra hissed venomously and inflated its hood, 
(hen slithered away into the gloom as if sensing in that 
descending plane a greater evil than itself. 

The heli-jet touched down in the centre of the clear- 
ing, some yards from the massive, creeper-entwined pil- 
lars of an ancient temple, half-hidden in the encroaching 
jungle. 
rion it descended a brutal ox of a man in jewelled 
white and yellow priest robes, 

But for the thick black beetling eyebrows above the 
dark malignant eyes, his fleshy face was smooth and hair- 
less beneath a great dome of a forehead as bald as the 
egg of some prehistoric reptile. 

He closed the hatch of the plane and stood for a 
moment regarding the temple with a scowl 

“International Rescue! Bah!” 

He spat out the words in a guttural voice steeped in 
venom, 

“How I hate you and all that you stand for! But my 
hour of triumph will come very soon, It ig written in the 
ancient books and they cannot be denied.” 

Slowly he walked towards the grotesquely-carved por- 
tals of the temple, 

“I, The Hood, could have destroyed your precious 

77 


of light into the eastern sky. 

_“T sure hope Kyrano’s right about it being a simple 
flight,” he muttered to Virgil. “We just can’t afford an 
slip-ups now.” 

“They'll make it, Dad!” Virgil reassured him. “That 
plane’s never let us down yet. But when. Thunderbird, 
One’s okay, our real troubles will be starting. There will 
be just another nine hours left to evacuation deadline, 
What will we do about it?” 

Jeff bit his lip. “I don’t know—yet,”” he said gravely, 
“But I’m still sweating on the top line that something will 
turn up. Meanwhile let’s g0 back to work on Thunder- 
bird Two.” 
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rescue equipment many times, Jefferson Tracy,” he mut 
tered. “But that would have been paltry vengeance un 
worthy of a master intelligence like mine, First I must 
have your secrets for myself. When they have made me 
the most powerful man in the world, when kings and 
presidents grovel at my feet begging for mercy, then shall 
I have the pleasure of destroying you and your brood of 
sons, Tracy.” 4 

He mounted the steps and entered the gloom of the 
temple. 

“But Kyrano, my half-brother, and his so lovel: 
daughter whom he worships—perhaps I shall spare them 
to be my slaves, Then indeed my triumph will be com= 
plete. Heh, heh, heh!” : 

His sinister laughter echoed through the shadows as he 
descended slowly into a great marble-paved chamber 
where flickering torches lit up weird paintings on the 
walls, seeming to make them writhe in evil ecstacy. 
Hideous idols leered from the shadows. Hidden in the 
depths of the temple, unseen things seemed to whisper} 
greetings to this man who worshipped nothing but his own 
evil greed and ambition. , 

In the centre of the chamber T. 
turned to face a proscenium that 
wall to wall. Bead curtains 
glittering like fiery raindrops 
torches. 


he Hood stopped and 
filled the far end from! 
screened what lay beyond, 
in the light of the flickering 


to the cold marble of the floor. Then he rose to his feet. 
and walked towards the proscenium, raising his hands. 
The bead curtains parted with an eerie tinkling to reveal 
a semi-circular dais in the centre of which a canopy, 
stood the giant bronze figure of a man in Oriental! 
costume. 

Beyond it, flames hissed and leapt from hidden braz- 
iers. Before it slowly revolved a lower dias on which were 
masks with eyeless sockets, cunningly moulded lifelike | 
masks that were The Hood’s disguises when he went into 
the outer world on one of his evil missions. 

He stopped before the statue, dark eyes glittering. And 
in the flickering light the immobile features of the statue 
were those of Kyrano, the servant of Jeff Tracy, 
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He rose to his feet and walked towards the proscenium, 
raising es hands. 
i. 











“Kyrano! I have need of you in, f is ti 
I shall see to it that I do not fail” ee 
i. ie his elaeel fates towards the statue, a 
cohtine ee YES, flashed like malignant black 
lighting up the stolid bronze face, Vik ae 


Was rising over Egypt. 


He glanced at the instruments, Th e 
eaedse . They had made exc 


He swayed slightly in his seat. 
K K-Kyrano! ? Brains gasped, “Wh-what’s the matter? 
re you—er—having one of your strange attacks?” 
, But Kyrano did not hear him, A strange rustling andl 
Lee as oy Geant exotic instruments filled his ears 
ucdenly his lips moved. “‘No!”? he 2aS “T will n 
help you. I—I cannot!” omen 
.. Kyrano!” yelled Brains, 
it, Kyrano! ” 
But again Kyrano was unaware of him, ice seemed) 
to ee seundine in his brain, hte 
“You shall help me, K- yrano, You are 7 
( iy 5 powerless to rex 
sist, my weak and foolish hal -brother. You s, el | 
A es aa if. ‘er. You shail tell me 
“No, I shall not!” Kyrano almost ser 5 
‘ not! ear S 
au Dean to writhe in his agony. spe 
“You shail, Kyrano, Tell me—w nati 
Rescue engaged on now?” ne Ce 
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shaking him, “S-snap out of 


“No, no. I will not tell you——” * 

“YOU SHALL, KYRANO!” It was like thunder in 
his brain, “SPEAK, KYRANO! SPEAK!” E 

A dark cloud seemed to descend on Kyrano’s mind. 
With a choking gasp he slipped sideways, his taut hands 
clutching the control lever. The hurtling plane dipped sud- 
denly and screamed earthwards. 


In the temple, The Hood listened to the voice of Kyrano 
coming from between the lifeless lips of the bronze statue. 


“THUNDERBIRD ONE IS IN GRAVE PERIL, A 
VITAL COMPONENT IS BEING BROUGHT FROM 
CAIRO BY LADY PENELOPE. BRAINS AND I ARE 
FLYING TO MEET HER. WE ARE NOW OVER 
THE SAHARA. WE WILL FLY EASTWARDS ALONG 
THE COASTAL ROAD UNTIL WE MEET LADY 
PENELOPE.” 


The voice ceased, and The Hood laughed harshly, 

“Thank you, Kyrano! International Rescue has played 
right into my hands. Now return to your miserable husk 
of a body, fool of a half-brother, and forget that you 
have told me anything. When I have need of you again I 
will call you.” 

He bent down and took one of the masks from the re- 
volving dais, a mask with a dark neatly-trimmed pointed 
beard, 

Then smiling evilly, he turned and left the temple. 
Tinkling eerily, the bead curtains came together behind 
him, hiding the statue, 

A few minutes later, from a hidden launch pit in the 
jungle, a powerful red and silver supersonic jet screamed 
into the sky and hurtled westwards, racing the sun, 


Brains cut the jets and fought grimly to get the diving 
plane under control. In the moonlight he could see the 
harsh rocky desert terrain rushing up towards him, mere 
hundreds of feet below now. 

“F.A.B. One callin’ Kyrano! Can you read me, 
Kyrano?”’ 

Parker’s anxious voice echoed through the cabin, but 
Brains was scarcely aware of it, 
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“Kyrano! Brains! Where the "eck are you?” 

Brains saw a giant crag loom up. Frantically he tried 
to avoid it. Suddenly the plane responded, lifting sharply | 
and slamming Brains back in his seat with a crash that 
winded him. For an instant he relaxed his hold on the 
controls and the plane zoomed up in a wild loop. 4 

Dazed, he forced himself back to the controls. The 
plane hurtled down again. Another crag loomed up. Grit- | 
ting his teeth, Brains eased the plane out of the dive. | 
Slowly, terrifyingly slowly, it came up, banking steeply. 
He saw the jagged rim of the crag silhouetted against the 
greying sky. 

._ He thought he had made it, but then there was a rasp- 
ing noise as a wing tip erazed the crag. The plane shud- 
dered and heeled over. Another jarring shock, and then 
it was nose-diving towards the darkness of a deep wadi. | 

Desperately Brains fought to bring the nose up again. | 
At the last moment it responded, and then, with a judder- 
ing crash and the screech of tortured metal, the plane pan- 
caked in the bed of the gully, ) 

Brains slammed forward. His head struck the instru- 
ment panel, his glasses flew off, His senses reeled, and 
nausea hit his stomach, 

“Kyrano! Brains! Can you 'ear me?” : 

The urgent voice seemed to come to Brains through a 
long tunnel, a tunnel filled with a red mist that was dark- 
ening rapidly. 

He tried ‘to fight it off, and for an instant his vision 
cleared, Before his short-sighted eyes, a red switch button 
appeared to float. ( 

With the last of his rapidly-failing strength he stabbed _ 
at the button. ‘Then the red mist darkened again and 
blackness engulfed him, 


Far to the east, FA.B. One screamed along the wide 
coastal desert highway in the grey light of dawn. 

Urgently Parker spoke into his dashboard microphone. 

“Kyrano! Brains! Where are you? Wot's 'appened?” 

Again and again he repeated that call, but there was 
no reply, 

“Tt’s no use, m’lady,” he growled. “They don’t answer, _ 
They must ’ave crashed.” 
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Lady Penelope’s lovely face was ashen. “This is ter- 
rible, Parker. Contact International Rescue 

She broke off as an urgent bleeping sound came from 
(he dashboard. A red light was winking rapidly. F 

“Ts the plane’s code distress call, m’lady.” Parker said 
cagerly, “It’s radiatin’ a ’oming signal.” : 

Lady Penelope’s heart leapt. “‘Locate it, 
Parker.” 

Pages pressed the button of the auto-locater and 
studied its illuminated chart. ; 

“About six ’undred miles south-south-west, m’lady— 
right in the ’eart of the desert.” 

“Get there as fast as you can, Parker, and let us pray 
that homing signal does not fade before we arrive. We 
might search the desert for weeks without finding them. 
And alert International Rescue. It is possible that John 
may not have picked up that distress signal.” 





quickly, 


But John had, and was already informing his father. 

Jeff’s heart felt like a cold hard ball of stone inside him 
as he looked up at John’s image on the video screen. 

“Keep trying to contact them, son,” he said heavily. 
“As soon as Thunderbird Two is ready, Virgil will blast 
off to help, but that may be an hour or two yet. Mean- 
while we can only hope that Lady Penelope can find them 
before it is too late.” 

“F.A.B., father! ” H Me 

Scott came through from Thunderbird One, circling the 
island at five thousand feet. ; 

“Listen, Dad. I’ve still got six hours. In that time I 
guess I could limp as far as St, Paul island in the Atlantic. 
‘That would halve the distance they’d have to bring that 
RONTGEN unit——” i 

“Don’t be crazy, son. If you had to ditch we might 
never be able to get you. Just sit tight, and wait!” 

“F.A.B.” Scott said reluctantly. “But it’s not easy, 
Dad.” DY 

“Great Jupiter! Do you think it’s easy for us down 
here?”” 

Tell switched off and buried his tired face in his hands. 
This could be the end of everything, he thought bitterly. 

Brains and Kyrano ai maybe seriously injured or 
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even dead; the chance of getting that RONTGEN uni 

to Thunderbird One in time. rrifyi od 

and pease ne now terrifyingly remote; thi 

hand fell gently on his ¥ 

DE theory gently is shoulder, and Grandma’ : 

“Chin up, son! Look, the sun’s i 

( » son! ) § gone down into th 

ocean, but itll be coming up in the morning, bringing 

new day with it. You’ve never admitted defeat on a rescu 
job yet. You can lick this one, too.” 


Jeff looked up at her with a weary smile, 
‘Sure I can, ma!” 


time with that RONTGEN unit—just. 
But if Brains was badly injured, unable to make the 





He thrust the thought from his mind, 


DESERT ENCOUNTER 


Brains opened his eyes and blinked about hi 
‘ k it him. It 
aa u the recauee he could make out the fisie Oe 
ano slum, in his pilot’s is sire b 
ee 'P! puot's seat, only his siraps hold- 
Brains unstrapped himself. gro i 
. ped for his glasses. 
was sheer chance that he found them, wedeed behind 4 
control jever, and mercifully unbroken, He put them on, 
and moved over to Kyrano, raising him up. ‘ 
The older man groaned, Blood was congealing on a 
cut on his forehead, But his pulse was beating strongly. 
Brains opened the first-aid locker and got a capsule, 
breaking it under Kyrano’s nose, Presently Kyrano’s eye- 
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lids flickered open and he looked bewilderedly about him. 

“What has happened?” he asked. “Why have we 
landed?”? He put his hand to his forehead, wincing as he 
touched the wound. “The last thing I remember is feel- 
ing faint,” he said. 

“You had another of your—er—attacks,” Brains told 
him. ‘You lost control of the plane. We’ve—er—crash- 
landed in a wadi somewhere in the Sahara.” 

“Somewhere?” Kyran’s face paled, “You do not know 
where, Brains? How long?” 

The plane’s chronometer had stopped. Brains looked 
at his watch, 

“Sixty-five minutes, Kyrano. It was 0.5 hours when I 
last looked. We would have reached Tunisia in ten 
minutes.” He looked up at he ribbon of pink-tinged grey 
sky above the wadi walls. “Look, it is almost dawn, 
Kyrano.” 

“We have lost a precious hour. And the plane? Can we 
take off again?” 

“T doubt it,” Brains said gravely. “I will—er—make 
an inspection.’ ” 

He got a torch from the instrument locker, opened the 
cabin hatch and dropped to the floor of the wadi. The 
sand was ankle deep. Thorny scrub clung tenaciously to 
life among the rocks. 

Brains’s face clouded as he examined the plane. The 
starboard wing was badly twisted, the booster smashed. 
It would take hours to repair it, even with workshop 
facilities. And he had neither hours to spare nor the faci- 
lities. In less than six hours he had to be back at Tracy 
Island with that RONTGEN unit or Thunderbird One 
was doomed. 

And _ as yet he did not even have the unit. 

“Well, Brains?” Kyrano asked anxiously. 

Brains told him the grave news. “Our only hope is to 
get through to base, If Thunderbird Two is airworthy, 
maybe it could reach us in time.” 

But when he clambered back into the cabin and 
switched on the radio, only a storm of static came from 
it. The antenna was gone, torn off in the crash dive. 

“Then there is no hope?” Kyrano asked despairingly. 
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“Er—I should not say 
up another antenna, but it 1 


His face lit up. 
“Kyrano! J believe th 
serious as it ap; 


that, Kyrano, T can—er—rig 
2 may take a little time——” | 
coking at a red button on the control panel, | 


e—er—situation may not be as, 
peared. I remember now, before I—er— 


II pressed the d 
nal is still radiating, ithe 
Space station or L. 

“But it will bi 
can reach us, Brains,”’ 
taid so, Kyrano. But it we 
derbird One, Come, let 


ignal button, The homing sig- 
John will pick it up in the 


possibly three hours before help 


ould still be in 


time to save T us set to work 


on the antenna,” 
High above the des 
in a wide circle and c: 
The Hood cut his 
hung there against th 
Strous hawk about t 
His face twisted 
red light winking on th 


“The code sign 
“Often have I hear 
© pressed a switch, setting ultra 
k, probing the gloom below. On t 

the desert appeared, barren an 
ged. Great crags and 


ert, the great red and silver jet banked 
aine screaming back, 

motors, switched on hover jets, and 
@ pink glowing dawn sky like a mon- 
© swoop on an unsuspecting sand rat. 
grin as he looked at the 
© control panel in time to a steady 


al Rescue,” he muttered, 


~sensitive scanners to 
he video screen above 


eS Came into view, — 


appeared a blu 


i and silver jet crai 
the bottom of : 


the wadi. Beside it 
ig. Closer and closer. 
last recognised th 
fool of a half 


ft, listed at an angle in 
two figures in overalls 
The Hood laughed 


sacred temple of Ranjipurdah, they have indeed played 
into my hands,” 

He swung the big plane away and brought it gently 
down on to the top of a ridge a few miles from the wadi. 

From a locker he took a mask with a dark neat pointed 
beard and an Arab burnous. A few minutes later, dis- 
guised, he went through into a hold at the rear of the 
cabin, and climbed into the driving seat of a jeep with 
tracked wheels. : 

A touch of a button and the vehicle sank down on a 
hoist through the bottom of the hold, He drove it off the 
hoist platform, clear of the plane, and the hoist platform 
returned to fit into the belly of the plane. 

The Hood drove to the edge of the ridge, pulled a lever. 
A shaft rose from the body of the vehicle, sprouting heli- 
copter vanes. With a soft whirring, the heli-jeep descended 
to the lightening desert below. 

Brains and Kyrano were busy at the rear of the crashed 
plane, trying to fix the improvised antenna to it, when 
they heard the roar of an engine along the wadi. They 
turned eagerly, staring at the tracked jeep that came into 
view round a bend. It bucketed over the rough bed of the 
wadi and halted a few yards from them. 

The bearded Arab behind the wheel leaned from the 
cab. 

“Thou art in trouble, effendis?” he asked in a deep rich 
voice. 

Brains blinked, “Er—yes. We had to—er—crash-land. 
We are trying to mend the radio antenna so we can—er 
—send for help.” 

The Hood spread his hands. “But, my friend, I have a 
radio—a powerful radio. Thou art welcome to make use 
of it. In the desert all men are brothers,” 

“Er—that is very kind of you, mister——? 

“Haroun. Raschid el Haroun. I am from the oasis of 
Kerzas. I am going to Tunis to get supplies. Come, the 
radio is at thy service, effendi.” 

Brains eagerly approached the jeep, but Kyrano re- 
mained where he was, staring blankly at the disguised 
Hood. 

“Thy companion, aan: The Hood said. “He looks 
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Strangely at me. What ma: is he? i k 
lke Esa (ah (ae lanner of man is he? He is dark 
CEr—he’s from Malaya, Mister—er—Haroun,”” 
Indeed? I have known men of Malaysia.” The Hood 
Shoe inwardly. “But the radio, it is here, my young) 
In his eagerness to get to the radio, Brains did not] 
notice the mocking gleam in the deep-set dark eyes of 
the other man. He climbed into the cab of the jeep and | 
switched on the radio, sending out a secret call sign that) 
he knew John would pick up instantly and which would 
not reveal to the Arab just whom he was calling, q 
The Hood wandered away towards the plane. “By the 
beard of the Prophet, a magnificent plane! How wonder- 
Hea 5 noe be to Wee aby way above the desert like a_ 
+ But alas, such things z iks | 
nt gale ings are only for wealthy sheiks | 
Brains, speaking into the radio microphon 
f es, 
Scarcely aware of his departure, but Kyrano watcied The 
Hood uneasily for a Moment, then followed him, 
_ The Hood ‘stood by the wing of the plane where it | 
inet Dearie gleaming hull.” He swung as Kyrano | 
roached, i i i q 
cr) martes is dark eyes regarding him sardonically, 
“There is something about you,” Kyra sai 
see pie penelope met betore.” ee a 4 
he chuckled softly. “T) 01 ise | 
me, my ieee y. ‘hat would not Surprise ] 
is deep Set eyes flashed malignantly. Kyrano j 
and put his hand te his eyes as if to Bree them’ Then 
t r Sank unconscious to the ground, q 
R oe iis ae The Hood sneered, “Poor mek fool,” 
© muttered. “No one can withs i Ss 
ean pi hoa atnstand my hypnotic powers, 
He glanced round quickly. Brains, 
speaking urgently into the microphone, 
disjointed phrases, 
*. . . starboard wing buckled . . . 
. Virgil can get here in 
oer Ga the unit by then. . . 
_ the Hood satisfied that Brain’s attentio; ; 
him, took a small metallic dome from vinden is boron 
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in the jeep, was | 
The Hood caught | 


und attached it to the hull of the plane, where a power- 
ful magnet held it secure. 

‘Then he turned back towards the jeep, calling in an 
igitated voice. 

“Effendi—thy friend, he has collapsed!” 

Brains looked up from the radio, blinking at the 
sprawled figure of Kyrano. 

“F.A.B., John!” he said hastily. ““That’s all for now. 
As soon as I get the antenna fixed, I'l contact you again, 
and keep in touch. So Jong!” 

Switching off, he ran to where The Hood was bending 
over the unconscious Kyrano. 

“Er—he has strange attacks like this, M-mister 
Haroun,” he stammered. “Or maybe it was that—er— 
crack he got on the—er—head when the plane crashed. 
lel be all right in a moment.” 

“Then if the effendi has no further need of my humble 
services, it is important that I get to Tunis before sun- 
down.” 

“That's okay, Mister Haroun.” Brains did not want 
him hanging around until Thunderbird Two or Lady 
Penelope arrived, “There is nothing more you can do. 
Thanks a million for the—er—loan of your radio.” 

The Hood bowed, his dark mocking eyes hidden from 
the unsuspecting young scientist. 

“It was a pleasure, effendi, May Allah walk with thee.” 

He returned to the jeep, got behind the driving wheel, 
aad roared off along the wadi. Once he was well hidden 
hy bends in the gully, he touched a button, the heli-shaft 
tose from the body of the jeep, the vanes blossomed and 
it rose swiftly towards the lightening sky, 

A few moments later it landed on the ridge where he 
had left his big jet plane. He loaded the heli-jeep into the 
hold and then entered his cabin and switched on an clec- 
tronic device. From it came a steady intermittent bleep- 
ing. 

“Good,” he muttered. “The homing device I fixed to 
the plane is working perfectly, All I have to do now is 
wait until it has been repaired and then trail it to its des- 
lination.” He chuckled one. “Within a few hours 1 will 
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._ The sun was flooding the d. i i 
ae ay tae mists of the shea ae Ce ee 
. © big_pink Rolls roared along the i i 
highway. From the dashboard ne the foun A 
fo) ae i cael Rescue code signal ‘i 
convoy of huge trucks loomed u through 
ae a dropped behind ag if they Baa ends a 
7S Fe Arab drivers wide-eyed with amazement 
'y the beard of the prophet!” one muttered. to. hi 


The Rolls approached a fi 
| over, where the wi 
leapt across a rift valley, but Parker, watching he eee 


ments, swung the car into a 
: Tutt e 
south into the heart of the Sahara. Rain te a 


‘Dear me,” murmured Lady Penelope, as the great cai : 


lurched and roll, i ing, ‘This j 
off the aces oy ee its powerful spring, “This is rathe 
“You're tellin’ me m’lady,” Park ingii 
ihe hee mete ¥, ‘arker growled, clingin, 
Shalt ee a Ha Seats a blinkin’ steam roller on it 
eavens, no, Parker! Although we k t Brait 
and Kyrano are comparatively tilinened: the mo Tol 


Presently Joha Trac 
P ) 'y came through, 
Space station to FA.B One. Whit i 
e st A.B, A at is ition?” 
eee glanced at the auto-locator and: told Rin. W, 
should be there in an hour, Mister John,” he sai a °s 
if our luck ’olds out.” : eaten 


“It’s got to, Parker,” ee said. “Thunderbird Two is 



















v ever Amazon City. ETA fifty-five minutes, If you 
endezyous with her in an hour, she can be back at 
ucy Island in three hours from now.” f : 

“Okey-doke, We'll make it,” Parker said grimly, swing- 







ing the huge car round an ugly outcrop of rock and 
hurtling on. 


“Three hours,” mused Lady Penelope. “It’s cutting it 


fine, Parker. That will give Brains barely an hour to in- 
‘al the RONTGEN unit in Thunderbird One.” 


Fifty minutes later Parker said, “Only twenty miles 


from destination, m’lady.” 


“Splendid, Parker. You have excelled yourself.” 

“Only one blinkin’ snag, m’lady.” 

“Well?” 

Je indicated a range of gaunt barren hills rising sheerly 
before them, 
*Reckon it’s somewhere in that lot, m’lady. "Ow do we 
nd it? Ivll be like lookin’ for a bloomin’ pebble on a 


“Don’t exaggerate, Parker. There are bound to be 


tracks and gullies we can negotiate. It takes a lot to stop 


the Rolls. If it comes to it we can always do the last few 
miles on foot.” 

Parker groaned. “I ain’t built for Shanks’s pony—not 
in this ’eat!?” 

“Nevertheless, we must persevere, Parker.” 

“Yes, m’lady,” he sighed. 

They found a wide track leading up the steep slope. 
The big six-wheeled car made light of it. They plunged . 
into gullies choked with thorny scrub. A touch of a but- 
ten and the razor-sharp tyre slashers sprang from the hubs 
and scythed a way through. Once a boulder blocked the 
way. A shell from the radiator cannon demolished it. 

john came through again. “Virgil’s ETA is seven 
minutes. How are you doing, F.A.B. One?” 

Parker told him, “Carry on... I£ you can’t get 
through, Virgil can always get to you, I guess.” 

They climbed a stony winding track up a steep escarp- 
ment, where one or other of the huge balloon tyres hung 
over the edge in places. 

Up through a thicket of scrub the car climbed, on to 
a plateau scattered with eerie 















Penelope grabbed her strap just in time to Prevent her: 
tom being thrown forward. 

“Really Parker! ? she gasped. 
lights here, you know.”” 

“Tt ain’t traffic lights, m’lady. It’s the detector.” Hf 
pointed to a flashing green light on the dashboar 
“There’s something not half a mile ahead of us, Som 
thing metal—big,” 

“Perhaps we're there,” 

“No, m’lady, Brains reported they was down in on 
of them waddies. This is on the ridge,” 

“Dear me——” 


_She broke off as a thunderous roar echoed across th 


“There are no traffi 


iB: 

“And it can’t be Tunderbird Two,” 
think perhaps we should 

“Yes, m’lady.” 

Parker silently raised 
and opened the doors, 

Taking a small machine pistol from the door pocket, 
Lady Penelope alighted and made her way slowly be. 
tween the rocks, Parker at her heels, carrying a high- 
Powered atomic rifle, 

Presently she Stopped behind a boulder, 
along the ridge at a big red and silver jet 
stood there, 

“Funny place to park a plane, m’lady,”” 

“Exactly, Parker, [ have a theory.” 

“Yes, m’lady?” 

“According to Brains, before they crashed, Kyrano had 
another of his Strange attacks, Mr. Tracy is convinced 
that these attacks are caused by our detestable friend The 
Hood, Surely it would be no coincidence if he were near 
the scene of the crash?” 

“Lumme, sounds like you've got somethin’ 
m’lady.” He raised his rifle. “Shall T give ’im a blast with 
this? He wouldn’t trouble us no more then.? 

“No, Parker, It would rid the world of a nuisance, but 
T think all of us would be happier if we knew the true 

identity of our detestable friend.” 

“But, m’lady, the RONTGEN unit! * 
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z she murmured, “ 
investigate, Parker,” 


the transparent gull-wing canopy 


looking ow 
plane whic 


i i ither 

“We cannot get that to Thunderbird Two without eit 
poing on or pene our steps, Parker, Once we have 
dealt with The Hood we can radio to Virgil to come up 
und take delivery of the ae ere think it may w 
be the quicker way. Come on, Parker! i; 

Slowly they worked their way along the ridge from 
boulder to boulder towards The Hood's plane, a 
At last they halted, crouching low behind a jumble 
boulders and rock debris a few yards from the plane. They 
could get no nearer without SEOSInE, themselves. There 

hacl been no movement from the plane, 3 
“If ’e’s in the cabin ’e’ll spot us directly we move into 
ihe open, m’lady.”’ 

“Yes, Parker. It would be 
was asleep, It seems that we 
diversion,” 

“Do not trouble to exert 
harsh cynical voice behind 
and raise your hands.” 

Parker pa hard and 
appeal at Lady Penelope. 

She eM prettily. “Alas, Parker, we seem to have 
caught napping. I’m afraid we shall have to oblige 
tae—er—gentleman.’’ : ‘ ; 

"Together they dropped their weapons and raised their 
hands, 

“That is sensible, my friends. Now turn around slowly 
and do not try any of your parlour games, my lady. 
Your gas capsules and explosive lipsticks do not amuse 
me.” 

They turned to see a thick-set 
burnous holding a 
“ith hate, ‘ 
ego we meet again, my Lady Penclope? ,The Hood 
jeered. “Did you think only you were equipped with 
alarms? My scanners detected your car before it reached 
the top of the ridge,”* i veda ; 

He waved his free hand in the direction from which they 
had come, “Lead the way back to your car, my lady, I 
will relieve you of the component that is so vital to 
Thunderbird One.” 


too much to hope that he 
shall have to create a little 


yourself, my lady,” cut in a 
them. “Drop your weapons 


cast a sidelong look of 





bearded figure in Arab 
ray gun on them. The dark eyes burned 
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Lapy ae Pope gt at Parker, 

Pai aa ry et 
ee ee 
ee sense of humour, cee, ae vee ” 
seu pee hae her head to Parker. “A ftej 


aoe the flicker of her eyelid. 


“— that gun,” 
ady Penelope did not hur i 
ty. She listened 
e. ue sound of The Hood’s footsteps, trying to pe 
oy ar he was behind her, Deliberately she be, a 
talk, hoping to distract his attention, Lee 
ou know, my abominab i is 
ee that is no earthly Mee yee as gs 
cope 2, WUHT be the judge of that, my lady,” h 
a we taaepersible to Thunderbird One it mun 
oe portance, In my laboratory it will yield its 
“And that is not the onl 
'Y one I shall 
When the crashed plane returns to nbs 
International Rescue, a homing device [ have 
it will guide me there, my lady.” 
Bae an ee hg a terrible disappointment there is in 


“What do you mea ae ; 
The Hood's voice ak There was an anxious edge to 
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eam today. 
Tet base of 
planted on 















“It is really quite simple,” she drawled, smiling with 


Wilislaction as she sensed that he was drawing closer to 
her. “You see, if Thunderbird One does not get that 
vomponent, it will explode and blow the International 


Ktescue base to atoms. And, of course, if it is blown up, 
there will be no secrets any more for you to learn, will 
(here, my objectionable friend?” 

“You are bluffing!” he snarled, scarcely a pace behind 
her now. 

“Oh no, I assure you——” 

Suddenly she flung herself into a backward somersauit. 
Caught off guard, The Hood saw her feet flying at his 
face, He tried to leap back, caught his foot against a 
rock, and went sprawling. His gun fell and skittered away 
among the boulders. 

“Get him, Parker! ”” cried Lady Penelope, landing lightly 
on her feet. 

But, as Parker was about to launch himself at the 
prostrate Hood, he whipped something from his pocket 
and flung it, It burst against a boulder and a cloud of 
dark pungent fumes arose, 

Pinching their noses, Lady Penelope and Barker dashed 
clear of the poison zone. The Hood scrambled to his 
feet and fled towards his plane. 

“After him, Parker!” gasped Lady Penelope. “If he 
had another weapon he wouldn’t ran, We've got to stop 
him reaching that plane.’ 

But desperation lent wings to The Hood. By the time 
they reached the spot where he had surprised them, 
he was already scrambling into the cabin of the jet. 
The hatch slammed and the under-jets fired, 

“Back, Parker!” she warned. “He'll have weapons 
and he won’t hesitate to use them now,” 

Scarcely had they sprung back behind the rocks when 
there was a splatting sound and a micro-missile 
exploded against them. The next moment the jet roared 
upwards. 

“Flamin’ flamingoes!? Parker yelled. “I ain’t gonna 
let him get away with that!” 

Snatching up the atomic rifle he had dropped earlier, 
Parker quickly sighted it. As the plane screamed away 
towards a high ridge, he ae twice. Flame blossomed at 
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the tail of the machine, and then the rear rocket pack 
exploded deafeningly. The front part of the plane 
hurtled down beyond the ridge, and moments later theré 
was another muffled explosion. 

“Dear me,” murmured Lady Penelope. “I fear yo 
have hurt him, Parker.” 

Be grinned flatly. “Well, I ain’t apolergisin’ if I see 
the geezer again, m’lady.” : 

“T should think it extremely unlikely in this world, my 
dear Parker—unless, of course, he had time to eject 
himself. Well, at least he won’t be able to tune in now 
to his homing device and locate Tracy Island. Shall we 
return to the car and contact Virgil and the others? They 
must be wondering what that frightful bang was.” 

Ten minutes later, Jeff Tracy’s plane, its wings removed 
was loaded into the huge pod of Thunderbird Two, 
which rose from the wadi and thundered south-west} 
across the desert towards the distant Atlantic. And i 
a locker beside Virgil was the vital RONTGEN unit. 

Standing beside the Rolls, Lady Penelope and Parker] 
watched it go, a little anxiously. 

“They should make it to Tracy Island in times 
Parker,” she said. “But whether they can save Thunder. 
bird One. Perhaps by the time we get back to Fab 
Two we shall know. Let us go!” 

And beyond the ridge, The Hood, struggling to fre 
his ejector seat from the pinnacle of rock on which it 
had snagged, shook his fist at the vanishing plane in 
bafiled rage. } 

“Bah! You have won again, International Rescue, but 
soon J shall get my revenge and your secrets shall bé 
mine! ”” 





Far below, a dark dot on the shimmering silver sur- 
face of the moonlit Pacific, lay Tracy Island. q 
In the cabin of Thunderbird Two, poised above it 
like a gigantic bat, Virgil spoke into his microphone. 
“F.A.B., father, Ready to commence Operation! 

RONTGEN.” 
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“Go ahead, son. You’ve got just fifty-three minutes, I 
jure hope that’s enough.” 

“Er—undoubtedly, Mr. Tracy,” put in Brains from 
hchind Virgil’s shoulder. “It is rather a—er—delicate 
procedure, but I anticipate no—um—complications.” 

“FAB!” Jeff said gruffly. ‘“Go ahead—and good 
luck.” 

“Er—thank you, Mr. Tracy.” 

Virgil looked at Brains, who was getting into an anti- 
tadiation suit with Kyrano’s help. 

“Sure you’re going to be okay, Brains? I don’t like 
the notion of you making an air-to-air transfer. You’ve 
not done one before.” 

Brains blinked nervously through his horn rims. 
“There must—er—always be a first time for everything, 
my dear Virgil. I cannot pretend that I am looking for- 
ward to the—er—experience with unbounded pleasure, 
but—but it has to be done. There is no other way if 
Scott cannot land, and only I can effect the repair.” 

Virgil grinned admiringly as Kyrano put the helmet 
over Brains’s dark head, “In other words you’re plumb 
scared? I don’t blame you. That’s the best kind of 
courage, Brains, bucking something you’re afraid of... . 
All set?” 

“Y-yes, Virgil.” 

“F.A.B.” He spoke into his microphone. ‘“‘Thunder- 
bird One from Two. Come in Scott! We're ready to 
commence operation.” 

“Thank Pete for that. ’'m sure fed up with the scenery 
round here.” But there was a tenseness in his voice that 
belied the jocularity of his words. ‘“What’s the 
programme?” 

“Maintain circular course at five hundred miles an 
hour. Leave the rest to us. Brains will tell you when to 
open upper emergency escape hatch.” 

“F,A.B. Let’s get cracking.” 

Virgil brought the great plane round in a wide circle. 
‘The blip on his radar screen that was Thunderbird One 
hecame larger, Carefully he brought it into focus until 
ii was dead in the centre of the sights. Then slowly he 
closed in. 

Behind him, Brains poke the pod with Kyrano, who 
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strapped on him his tool kit and the heavy cylinder con 
taining the RONTGEN unit, then helped him into thi 
winch harness, 

“Okay, Kyrano?” Virgil asked over the intercom, 

“Yes, Mr. Virgil.” 

“FAB. Closing on target, descending to fifty feet 
Stand by!” q 

A minute later the heavy rescue plane was hoverin} 
above the dark bullet shape of Thunderbird One like } 
giant manta ray about to flop on its prey. Fifty fee 
apart, maintaining precision positioning. with their auto 
controls, they thundered through the Pacific night in 
great circle about Tracy Island. 

“Prepare to descend, Brains.” 

“Er—F.A.B., Virgil.” eal 

Virgil detected the faint tremor in the young scientist’ 
voice, and his heart went out to him. ; 

“Tyst relax, Brains. Nothing can go wrong, You'll bi 
in Thunderbird One before you release your harness 
Just imagine you’re a kid again, lowering yourself on | 
rope from a tree or down into a gully or a well.” 

“That is—er—extremely difficult, my dear Virgil 
never did such reckless things when I was—a—juvel 
I was too occupied with my studies.” 

Virgil laughed. “Then just do some logarithms or squat 
some hypotenuses in your head as you go down 
you'll be okay.” an a 

“I shall try to take your advice, Virgil, I am quit 
ready.”” 

“FAB, Here we go.” f 

Virgil pressed a button and a hatch opened in 
bottom of the pod. Another button and the winch m 
hummed. Kyrano carefully guided Brains through th 
hatch, and slowly and steadily he was lowered {a 
wards the dark hull of Thunderbird One fifty fee 
below. \ G ; 

Brains glanced down at the dark shimmering oceat 
and then looked hastily away again, concentrating Ii 
eyes on the plane below. Gradually it drew nearer unt 
its gleaming hull was like a platform beneath him, an 
he could no longer see the ocean. His fear we 
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and his voice was steady when he said into his 
microphone: 

“Approaching target. Stand by to open escape hatch, 
Scott!” 

“F.A.B., Brains.” 

A moment later Brains said: ‘Open hatch!” 

The hatch above the cabin opened and Brains 
descended into the aperture. 

Presently Scott was helping him out of the harness in 
the airlock. A signal to Virgil and the harness was 
winched out again. Scott closed the hatch, and the two 
planes parted company. Scott and Brains entered the 
cabin. 

“Tt’s all yours, Scott!” his brother radioed. “Good 
luck! We'll be standing by.” 

“F.A.B.” 

Brains opened the heavy door to the reactor chamber, 
blinking nervously at Scott through his visor. 

“B-be seeing you, Scott.” 

Scott flipped his hand in mock salute, scarcely trust- 
ing himself to speak. Then Brains was gone with the 
RONTGEN unit aand the heavy door had shut after 
him. 


As Scott sat at his controls, staring out at the dark 
shape of Thunderbird Two patrolling a thousand feet 
off, the cold sweat was beaded on his forehead, 

“How much longer, Brains?” he asked, “I make it 
cleven minutes to zero.” 

“Please don’t get excited, my dear Scott,’ replied 
Brains’s calm voice. Now he was engaged in a scientific 
project, his stammer was gone. “One false connection 
and: ” 

“Sure, I know. We'll be playing harps. But that’ll 
happen anyway if you don’t fix that unit in time.” 

“Not to worry, Scott. Maybe they will give you a 
piano. You would sound better on that.” 

Scott grinned flatly. Brains sure was a knockout. 
That fifty foot drop from Thunderbird Two had him real 
scared, but there he was calmly working away with a 
reactor hotting up right next to him, and he was as calm 
as a sea cucumber, 
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Ten minutes. . . , 


Scott couldn’t take his eyes from jerki e 
of the chronometer, ‘i Seder : 
“Tf I cannot complete the o ion in ti 
1 c I peration in time, Scott) 
Brains went on, “I shall give you ample warning. Se 
you may—er jettison yourself,” f 
‘Thanks. What about you?” 
“Oh, I shall remain until the | i : 
ay ee m ‘ast possible mom 
oe ieee that goes for me too, Brains,” 
e seconds seemed to race away. Queer, thous! 
Scott, how time seemed to have different speeds, Whe 
you were watching a corny teledrama or a dull baseba 
game it seemed to drag; but in a Situation like thig 
where a minute might make all the difference betweeg 


“Not long? Brains, do you realise you've got just——” 

“Six minutes forty-three seconds, Scott. There is just 
one more connection to make.” 

Scott didn’t answer. His mouth was dry. He stared 
in dread fascination at the chronometer. Funny, even 
down there under the power station with that Cobaltium 
5 reactor ticking away, he hadn’t felt as jittery as this. 

Five minutes. . . . Five minutes... . 

“Brains! You've just two minutes before you get 
the blazes out of there. Dad says to bale out three 
minutes from zero—” 

“Er—that won’t be necessary now, Scott.” 

He almost leapt from his seat as the quietly-amused 
voice sounded in the cabin behind him. He looked round 
(o see Brains emerging through the reactor chamber door. 

disaster and success, it seemed to fly. “Why, you’te sweating, Scott! You must be hot, As 

A te Ties ... nine minutes fifty. soon aS I hate pact yout retros you can land and get a 

hunderbirs oo lea sce nice long cool drink.” 

“Great, a yee Base: How's it going, Scott?) Scott tiew out his cheeks and slumped in his seat, 
few minutes.” Breat. Brains'll be through in too exhausted to reply. 

“He'd better be,” Jeff said grimly. Repairing the retro rockets did not take Brains long, 

Why did the old man have to ‘say a thing lik once the ALPHA spares had been ferried up to Thunder- 
when he was trying to keep his mind off i? Pecinely bird One in the Rendezvous, the homing freight missile 

“Scott!” < that was one of Brains’s latest inventions. 

“Yes, Dad?” ; Mi Thunderbird landed, Brains carried out the 

Three minutes fr : . 4 4 rest of the comparatively minor repairs in the pit 
that unit—you'll Rar aiurarg ane hasn't fixe hangar, and it was well after midnight when at last they 
maximum speed and send Th nee Set the controls _ all gathered wearily in the lounge. 
as far from Tracy Island sar ore Ae a crash di Jeff grinned flatly. “Guess I've acquired a few more 
Understand?” Po at's an orde erey hairs in the last few hours, boys,” he growled as 

“Sure, Dad!” Tio-Tin served hot coffee and sandwiches. “But I’m 

That was okay by him, ; #oing to acquire a heap more, I’m figuring. The Navy 
leave Thunderbird iia 8 fe ‘dhe . joes g ultimatum expires in exactly ten hours thirty-three 
to comply with the order? © ect Brait@ll minutes from now. But, miracles barred, we'll have to 

Seven minutes... . evacuate all secret machines and equipment to Mateo 
MEA geld ne ilssed ‘thirty seconds there, letting his Set eee ie Boe site to action siations. 

low long would it take for Brie eee ee now The eyes of Alan’s portrait bleeped and flashed. Jeff 
tor puemben and into the ejection Canes le tea put down his cones an pais Ge: the microphone. 

“Brains!” i “Come in, Alan,” he said terse! ly. 

“Relax, my dear Sco 7 + es The fair-haired features of his youngest son appeared 

y tt saa take long now, on the video screen the pales concealed. His thee was 






















drawn with fatigue and streaked with soot and sweat. 
“How are things out there, son?” a 
“Mighty bad, father,’ Alan said grimly. “All coasta 
towns and villages in the danger zone have now beet 
evacuated, and there are no further reports of folk buried 
or missing. But Brains was sure wrong about that riff 
eruption.” . 
“What d'you mean?” ; 
“It’s moving faster than ever—and the ocean’s nol 
stopping it. Already it’s out through the Gulf of Cor 
covado south of Chiloe Island, spewing lava and flames 
and exploding like a cosmic Chinese cracker. The sea 
water only seems to be causing it to react moré 
violently.” i 
Brains came quickly to his feet, spilling his coffee. 
“This is—er—m-most extraordinary!” he stammered) 
“It—it is contrary to geodetic theories——” ; 
“Confound the theories!” Jeff exploded. “It’s happen: 
ing, Brains. You'd better get out there and take a lool ke 
Pete only knows what we can do about it, but at least 
we ought to get briefed on the situation, and you’re the 
expert.” 
_Er—very well, Mr. Tracy.” 4 
“Tl flip over with you, Brains,” Virgil offered, making 
for the rocket ship wall panel concealing the chute t 
Thunderbird Two. : 
“Hold it, Virgil!” his father snapped. “We may 
needing Thunderbird q 
You take him, Scott. You can make it faster any 
way.” ‘ 
“F.A.B.” Scott hurried to the wall brackets th 
Operated the secret entrance to the pit hangar. “Come 
on, Brains. Let’s go!” 4 
A few moments later, Thunderbird One roared out of 
the launch pit beneath the patio and streaked away east-| 
wards over the moonlit ocean. 
Watching from the lounge with the others, Gran 
suddenly said, “Hark at the breakers! 
getting rough, Jeff, Hope we're not i 


“Not a hurricane, mother. There’s no wind and the 
sky’s too clear. Guess we’re already getting the back 
wash from that eruption. By sun-up it could be a tidal 
wave.” 


OCEANIC THREAT 


TEN minutes later, Thunderbird One was fifteen thou- 
sand feet above Chiloe Island. South of it, a great tongue 
of fire and glowing steam ran down from the mountains 
through Yelcho Valley and out into the ocean like a 
gigantic fiery causeway, belching steam and white hot 
lava and debris. 

The mountainous coastal strip and the wave-lashed 
islands were lit up for hundreds of miles by the ruddy 
glow. North and south, minor tidal waves were rushing 
inland, sweeping small craft and abandoned Villages 
before them, 4 

Even at fifteen thousand feet, Thunderbird One 
bucketed Jike a ship on a rough sea, and shock _waves 
and radiations set the instruments’ needles quivering 
violently. 

“In-incredible! ”? Brains gasped, looking down at the 
awesome sight. “The pressure of all those fathoms of 
water should have contained the eruption.” 

“What’s the explanation, Brains?” asked Scott. 

“IT don’t know. I c-can only assume that the—er— 
earth’s crust is very thin here and that beneath it there 
is a vast—er—reservoir of boiling magma extending 
out under the bed of the ocean, The water Tushing into 
the rift is turning rapidly to steam and the tremendous 
pressure is—er—causing the rift to open up along the 
line of the reservoir. I am afraid it may extend for 
a very great distance, Scott.” 

“And it’s moving mighty fast, Brains. You can actually 
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see it. It’s engulfed an island that was there a moment 
Or so ago.”’ He looked anxiously at Brains, ‘““And I don’ 
see that there’s anything anyone can do about it.” 
Brains shook his head. “There isn’t, I'm afraid. In 
a sense it is a—er—blessing that it is going out to- 
sea instead of inland. But the—er—disturbance will cause” 
tremendous tsunamis or tidal waves all over the world, 
as the great Chilean earthquake did a century ago,” q 
“Yeah. Well at least we can send out warnings about 
that, Brains, What’s the chance of plotting the course 
of that rift? It might give same indication of the force 
and direction of the tsunamis.” 
Brains blinked. “Er—it might be possible, my dear 
Scott, with the aid of charts and my vulcanoseismograph 
I might be able to—er—ascertain the potential line 
of fracture. We’d better return at all speed to base,” 
“F.A.B. But maybe I’d better contact Gordon and. 
Alan first. Things look mighty uncomfortable down 
there.” a 
He sent out a radio call, and presently Gordon came 
through. } 
“Sure, we’re okay,” he said in reply to Scott’s| 
anxious query. “‘We’re on a ridge south of Palena, well 
above the lava flow and the tidal waves. But there’s 
nothing more we can do here. We’d be better out of it, 
Scott.’ 
“F.A.B. Ti radio base and get Virgil to lift you. 
out.” 4 


A dawn fiery with volcanic dust was breaking over 
Tracy Island when Brains came wearily into the lounge | 
where the others, as sleepless as himself, were grimly 
watching the huge waves thundering on to the causeway | 
and rushing almost as far as the cliff hangar, 

In Brains’s hand was a sheaf of papers. 

Jeff looked at him expectantly. “Well, Brains, 
what’s the verdict? Any chance of that rift petering out 
in the deeps?” ; 

“Er—I doubt it, Mr. Tracy. In fact I—er— 
to say that the situation appears to be immeasurabl 
worse than I anticipated.” 

“How worse? Don’t faerie the bush, son.” Jeff 
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voice was sharp with fatigue and worry. “‘Let’s have it 
straight,” 

Brains licked his lips, “Very well, Mr. Tracy. That 
rift is linking up with and being—er—boosted by a 
chain of submerged volcanic peaks strung out across 
the south Pacific. I can see nothing to stop it—and Tracy 
Island, which is the summit of an ancient volcanic moun- 
lain, is right in its path.’ 

For long moments no one spoke. They all stood 
slaring at Brains, some dazed by his announcement, 
others incredible, 

Jeff was the first to break the silence, his voice 
deadly calm, “You are quite sure about it, Brains?” 

“As sure as one can be about a—er—scientific calcu- 
lation of this nature,” 

“When will it reach here, Brains?” Tin-Tin asked in 
4 tight little voice. 

“The speed of the eruption seems to be increasing, 
but it will possibly reach the island in twenty to twenty- 
four hours.” 

Gordon laughed abruptly. “That’s funny.” 

Grandma looked at him severely. “Shucks, I don’t 
see anything funny about that, son. When you think of all 
that’s. gone into this place——” 

“Gordon’s right, mother!” Jeff cut -in with a bitter 
smile. “It is funny—so darned funny I could ery. In 
\wenty hours from now Tracy Island won’t exist, any- 
way.” He glanced at the clock. “It won’t exist in six 
hours. Very soon that World Naval task force will be 
sailing from San Diego to blast it clean out of the 
water.’” 

“So this is it,” Scott said bleakly. “If the Navy 
should have a last minute change of heart, the island’s 
doomed anyway.” 

“The Navy won’t have a change of heart, son,” Jeff 
prowled. “‘At least Admiral Obergaus won’t, and he’s 
the one who counts. I’ve been in contact with influential 
friends in Washington and Unity City, trying to pull a 
few strings, but without any luck. It’s not easy, being 
\nable to tell anyone just why this insignificant little 
island is so important to wegead to the world. They 








say why the heck don’t I claim compensation and bu} 
myself another island some place.” 

Brains had been frowning thoughtfully at his documents 
Now he said, 

“‘Er—excuse me, Mr. Tracy. There is one other thi 
I calculate there is a distinct—er—possibility of 1 
rift eruption petering out in the deep basin west ol 
Tracy Island.” 

“There is?’ Jeff growled. “‘Well, at least that’s some 
consolation. It will cut down the extent of the world 
devastation.” 

“Undoubtedly, Mr. Tracy. But that is not the—um- 
point I am trying to make. If this island is destroyed 
by an explosive agent of the tremendous power 
Cobaltium 5, with which the naval missiles are loaded 
then I fear the rift will be accelerated instead 
stopped.” 5 

“You mean it will carry on across the Pacific?” Virgil 
demanded. “Where to, Brains?” 

For answer he went to Jeff's desk and pressed a button 
and the illuminated gazetteer lit up. He switched to the 
map of the southern Pacific and traced a line with hit 
finger westwards across it towards the eastern coast 
Australia, 

“T can see nothing to stop it splitting the hot geyse 
region of the North Island of New Zealand and carrying 
on to devastate the Sydney area of Australia.” { 

“Great Jupiter!” Jeff exclaimed. “That would mean 
disaster on a colossal scale. There are ten million peopk 
in those two areas, and even if we could persuade them 
to evacuate——” 

He checked, then went on more quietly, “But it might 
never happen—it need not happen if we can persuade tht 
World Navy to call off this missile test.” 4 

“Sure son,” Grandma said. “But you’ve already sai 
you've tried all you can and that bonehead of an Admira 
won't shift.” 

“T know, mother, but I’ve got another string to my boy 
now. Commander Mike Craddock is in command of thal 
task force—and his home is in Sydney. If this won 
persuade him to move Hee itself to get that test calle 
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please?” 


off, then nothing will... . Is my plane repaired, Brains?” 

“Er, yes, Mr. Tracy.” 

“Then I’m taking off for San Diego to see that guy. 
The rest of you sit tight here. If you get any further 
rescue calls, answer them if possible. If International 
Rescue has got to go down, itll go down with colours 
flying.” 

“Sure, son—but it'll rise again like the Phoenix from 
its own ashes,” Grandma said proudly. 

He pinched her cheek, “You bet your fancy bedsocks 
it will, Ma.” 

At the door he looked back at Brains. “Keep your 
nose to this business, son. It may be a million to one 
chance, but if you could think up a way to prevent that 
rift reaching Tracy Island. ” 

“T am already—er—working on an idea, Mr, Tracy,” 
Brains put in eagerly. ‘It will depend on the nature of 
the strata to the cast of the island, but theoreti- 
cally: sid 

“Swell!” Jeff growled. “Stick at it.” 

He dashed out, and a few minutes later his blue and 
silver jet screamed away into the dawn. 








In his cabin on the W.N.S. Hornet. Commander Mike 
Craddock’s craggy face was set hard as he listened to 
Jeff Tracy. 

“Tf you are sure of these facts, Mr. Jefferson. He 

“There is more theory than facts, commander,” Jeff 
cut in gruffly. “But in view of what we know is happening 
down there on the Chilean seaboard, can we take the 
risk of ignoring it?” 

The commander frowned, then said decisively. “No. 
| guess I can’t anyway. My family, my friends are way 
down there in Sydney. If this cataclysm did occur and 
I'd done nothing to try to prevent it—provoked it in 
fact—'d never be able to live with myself again, Mr. 
Jefferson.” 

He got up and went to the big video screen on the 





wall, switched it on and spoke into the microphone. 


“Commander Craddock, W.N.S. Hornet to Washington 
Headquarters, May I speak to Admiral Obergaus, 
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Screen against the background of his big luxurious! 
appointed office. 

He frowned sourly at the commander. “What is he 
meaning of this?” he demanded. ‘You should have 
sailed on Operation Cobaltium five minutes ago, I am 
informed you are still in port.” 

“Yes, sir. I have just received vital information which 
I consider it essential you should know.” 

“Proceed,” z 

Commander Craddock told him everything Jeff had 
said about the possible outcome of the destruction of the 
island by Cobaltium 5 missiles, { 

The admiral heard him out, then said, “Who is thig 
informant?” 

The commander brought Jeff forward, introduced him, 

“What?” The admiral almost snarled the word. “This 
is the man who owns the island, the man who stands 
most to gain from our calling off the test, and you 
have the effrontery to present him to me as a reliable 
informant? Have you taken leave of your senses, com 
Mander? Can’t you see this tomfool yarn is just a trick 
to put us off?” 

“No, sir,” replied the commander stubbornly. “I be 
lieve him.” j 

“Then you are a bigger darn fool than I thought 
you were,” the admiral rasped. ‘Commander, you will 
sail forthwith on Operation Cobaltium 5 or relinquish 
your command and face court-martial.” 

The commander’s face tightened and his grey eyes 
sparked angrily. Then he drew himself to attention and 
saluted. 

“Very well, sir. I will sail as directed.” 

The admiral sneered, “Haven’t got the courage of 
your convictions, huh? Goodbye, commander—and bon 
voyage!” q 

The screen went blank. Jeff~stood there, his thought 
bitter, But he felt sorry for the commander. 

“Thanks,” he said graffly. “At least you tried, and 
it wouldn’t have helped much anyway if you had rel 
quished your command.” 

To his surprise the commander smiled. “Exactly, 
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Jefferson. While I am in command anything can happen. 
One thing I can promise you is that my squadron will 
not rendezvous at your island at noon. It is difficult in 
this age, but I have a feeling that we are going to get— 
ah—blown off course for quite a few hours. I hope you 
can make good use of them.” 

Jeff laughed and held out his hand. “A man after my 
own heart, commander, But I’m not going to be happy 
unless I can get that bullhead’s order counter- 
manded.” 

The naval man frowned. “As I told you before, the 
only person who can do that is the World President— 
Nikita Bandranaik—and he’s at present on a health 
ctuise to a secret destination. Only top priority messages 
will be put through to him.” 

“But darn it all, commander—what could be more 
top priority than this?” 

“I agree, But when you realise that all naval communi- 
cations to the President must go through Admiral 
Obergaus, you can appreciate what you are up 
against.”” 

“Sure, a goldarn bonehead!” Jeff growled. He looked 
shrewdly at the commander. “But there might be other 
ways to get to the President. Now, if I knew the destina- 
tion of this hush-hush cruise— 

_With a tight smile Commander Craddock returned to 
his desk, punched a button and spoke into a ship-to- 
shore intercom. 

After a few minutes, in which neither of them spoke, 
a teleprinter began to work rapidly, then fell silent, 

The commander took a slip of paper from it, passed it 
to Jeff Tracy. 

. "We have our ways and means, Mr. Jefferson. Destroy 

it when you have memorised it, and forget where you 

got it.” 

_ Jeff glanced at the words on the slip of paper, screwed 

it up and dropped it into the atomic disposal bin, 
ae a wink at the commander he turned and left the 

cabin. 

By the time he was airborne from the municipal air- 
port on the outskirts of the town, the second Pacific 
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Task Force, with its deadly cargo of Cobaltium 5 missiles, 
was already leaving the harbour, 
Jeff dipped in salute over the vessels, then sped south 
Tne west roads Tracy Island. 
© spoke into his micro hone, a tight smile laying 
about his lips, F 4 eo 


“Jeff Tracy to Space station. John, get me Lady 
Penelope.” 4 


OPERATION DESPERATION 


IN white slacks and blue-striped T-shirt and a sailor hat, 
Lady Penelope reclined in a chair on the sun deck of Fab 
Two, fanning herself with a fashion magazine and watch. 
ing the sun going down beyond Athens, \ 

“Ah, Parker! °” she drawled, as he came up the com- 
Panionway with the silver tea tray. “The Parthenon by 
sunset! One of the great sights of the world,” 

Parker sniffed, “You said that about it by moonlight 
m’lady—not twenty-four blinkin’ hours ago.”” 


Square and the pidgins any time,” 
As he put the tray down on the table beside her, the 
antique silver teapot bleeped urgently. She stretched 
ae a languid hand and turned the knob of the 
fd. ; 
“Lady Penelope speaking.” 
“Hold on,” John said urgently. “Father wants a word | 
with you.” q 
Jeff came through immediately, 
“Penny! Just where are you now?”? 
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speaking eagerly, 


“As a matter of fact, I am admiring the Parthenon 
by sunset, Jeff. Parker seems to prefer Trafalgar——” 

“Athens? Gee, that’s just great, Penny,” Jeff cut in. 
“This is a top priority emergency, honey.” 

She sat up abruptly, her casualness gone, “I’m all 
ears, Jeff. What’s the assignment?” 

He told her about the twin threat to Tracy Island 
and the possible eventual threat to New Zealand and 
Australia. 

“Do you know Nikita Bandranaik, the World 
President?” he went on. 

“Know him?” She laughed. “We haven’t met since he 

ame President, but some years ago he visited one of 
the Creighton Ward stately homes, and we shook a leg 
around the ballroom. A fox-trot or something equally 
ghastly and archaic.” 

“That’s fine, Penny,” Jeff said, smiling in spite of 
his worry. “Right now his yacht, the Bermuda Queen, 
is anchored off Tilos, a smail island near Rhodes, He’s 
gone there for a health cure. It’s top security and 
the crew are probably secret service to a man. But 
I want you to get to him and persuade him to counter- 
mand that order to use those Cobaltium 5 missiles on 
Tracy Island,” 

“F.AB., Jeff! Til do it somehow, if I have to kidnap 
him and hold him to ransom. But I trust that won’t be 
necessary,” 

“Thanks, Penny! Tl be gnawing my fingers to the 
bone until you come through with the outcome. Pll be 
back at base in an hour.” 

“I should reach Tilos by then, Jeff. I'll contact you 
immediately. Goodbye! ” 

She switched off and poured herself a cup of tea. 
“Start the engines, Parker, We are going for a little 
trip to work up an appetite for supper.” 

“Yes, m’lady!” he sighed, 

She raised a delicate eyebrow at him, “You don’t 
approve, Parker?” 

“Not of snatching world presidents, I don’t,” 

“That was merely a piece of rhetoric, Parker,” she 
smiled, “I don’t think it is really going to be neces- 
sary. Not with the toys at our disposal. Now please 
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start the engines and set. George to steer for Rhodes. 
When we get near Tilos I’ll take over the controls.” 
“Yes, m’lady.” 


The sun had gone down in a blood-red bath and deep 
night shadows were creeping out from the mainland 
when Lady Penelope took over the controls from the 
auto-pilot twenty miles west of Tilos, and reduced speed 
to slow cruising. 7 

Gently the sleek yacht nosed eastwards through the 
gloom towards the island, which was a darker smudge 
on the horizon. 

As they drew nearer, she switched on infra-red long 
Tange scanners and the rocky shores of the island leapt 
into view on the video screen. Carefully the scanners 
panned along the curving shore line until they brought 
into focus an elegant blue and white sea-going yacht 
lying at anchor in a small bay, on the shores of which 
shone the scattered lights of a small town, 

A touch of a button and the yacht was brought into 
sharp close-up. On the bows was the name Bermuda 
Queen, and from its mast head drooped the flag of 
Honduras. i 

“Strict incognito,” she murmured, 
Parker—the target for tonight.” 4 

“Lumme, it "ud be easier to get into the Bank of © 
England,” he growled. 4 

She smiled. “That hasn’t proved so difficult once or 
twice, Parker. We will close to five miles and use the — 
nerve beam,” 

“Yes, m’lady.”? 

Ten minutes later an invisible ultrasonic ray stabbed 
out from the sleek bows of the Fab Two and played 
over the Bermuda Queen, On the deck, a seaman, patrol- 
ling with his hand on the butt of a machine pistol, 
screwed up his face and gasped, then slumped to the 
deck, his nerve centres numbed, 3 

Another man ran to him, drawing his pistol, then 
buckled at the knees and sprawled beside him, un- 
conscious. 

A few minutes later a small launch drew alongside — 
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“There we are, 


the silent Bet and Lady Penelope swarmed up a rope 

the decl , 
ee her way between the prostrate bodies of {he 
security men, she went down the companion way into i ie 
dining lounge, where two men were slumped over the 
scattered remains of their meal. 

One was the captain of the yacht; the other the 
plump, good-looking middle-aged man who, three years 
ago, had been elected President of the World. : 

Lady Penelope bent over the President, bared his fore- 
arm and inserted the needle of a small hypodermic 
syringe, pressed home the plunger. 

A moment or so later he opened his eyes and pushed 
himself upright in his chair, looking about him dazedly. 

“What the——” j ca 

He broke off, staring at the honey-haired girl in navy 
sweater and tights who stood before him. i 

“Lady Penelope Creighton Ward!” he gasped. “How 
on earth did you get here—through all the secret pre- 

ions?” 
oa eThat would be giving trade secrets away, Mr. Ban- 
dranaik,” she smiled. ‘Now please listen carefully to 
what I have to say... .” 


eff Tracy, worriedly pacing the lounge at the island 
hes nee to his Hee when the blue eyes of Lady 
Penelope’s portrait flashed and bleeped. ‘ 
“Come in, Penny!’ he said, switching on the micro- 
Pa han she appeared on the video screen, he looked up 
at her anxiously, and relief surged through him when 
he saw that she was smiling, 
“Operation Cobaltium 5 
minutes ago, Jeff.” 4 
“That’s absolutely definite?” : % 
“Yes, Jeff. President Bandranaik is now on his way 
by Fireflash to Unity City, He’s calling a meeting of 
his scientific advisers and instituting special emergency 
relief measures to deal with any devastation the ocean 
rift eruption may cause.” i i 
“That’s great, Penny! noe didn’t have to break our 


is off—as from twenty, 


J 



















cover? He has no suspicion that Tracy Island is the 
base of International Rescue?” ; 
“No, Jeff. I—er—persuaded him I was a secret agent — 
of the Australian Federal Government who were con- — 
cerned about the threat to their continent.” Her lovely 
face became serious. “But what about Tracy Island, 
Jeff? Is there any hope?” 
: wg just don’t know, Penny,” he said heavily. “The: 
rift is still accelerating—as I told you, submarine vol- 
Vanoes are boosting its progress across the ocean bed. 
Brains figures that, at the present rate, it will hit us in 
teen hours or so. I’m Preparing to evacuate to Mateo ” 
Island. That seems to be well north of the danger zone, — 
although it’s being pounded by mountainous seas, like ~ 
every island in the south Pacific. The others are packing ~ 
right a 
its ‘arker and I could fly out to help——” 
‘No, Penny. I can’t pick you up and there’s no time — 
to get here in Fab Two, even if she could buck these seas, — 
rl thanks for offering. out only outside chance is that 
rains can come up with a plan—althous 4 
miracle would be theleerer wor Pe seh ree 
“He's trying?” 4 
“Sure, He’s shut in his lab with computers and charts, | 
working himself frantic. ’'ve never known him so touchy. — 
If we tty to contact him, he nearly bites our heads off.” 
“Poor Brains! He must be feeling pretty awful about 
this, Jeff, They’re his brain children that are threatened.” 
‘Yeah, I guess so. But he can’t feel any worse than | 
the rest of us, honey. I’d better go now and give a 
hand. If anything should break, TU Tet you know.” 
a ‘FAB. Jeff. Chin up! Tl be thinking of you 
She went from the screen, and John a eared on his 
“Anything I can do, Father?” he nee HOR “19 
eae t feel So good sitting up here in comfort while you’re 
“You sit tight, son, Keep your ears open and if you | 
: if son, J you 
pick up any scientific informatio; i q 
to Brains, let him have it,” Ore Oe ee i 
“F.A.B., Father!” : 
Jeff switched off and ba crossed the lounge he loved 
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so well, and began to take his precious books from the 
shelves and pack them in a crate. 


The hot sun was westering, a dull crimson ball through 
the haze of volcanic dust that drifted high across the 
turbulent ocean. é 

In the cliff hangar, Jeff and Gordon were stowing 
in one of the huge pods the precious furnishings and 
personal treasures which Grandma and Tin-Tin and 
Kyrano were bringing from the house, or which were 
coming down, neatly-packed, on the chutes. 

Virgil and Alan were on wave-dashed Mateo Island 
with Thunderbird Two, unloading equipment and storing 
it away in the rock chambers deep in the cliffs, : 

Far out over the Pacific, Scott was cruising in 
Thunderbird One, keeping observation on the progress of 
the rift eruption and telemetering the information to 
Brains’s computers. 

Already the rift was halfway to Tracy Island and 
Brains had calculated that zero hour would be around 
midnight, eight hours from then. 

In the laboratory workshop, Brains was poring over 
a chart, his dark hair tousled, discarded magnetic and 
video tape spiralling about him and festooning the vul- 
canoseismograph and the rapidly-clicking and bleeping 
computers. The floor was strewn with scraps of paper and 
charts that had been flung impatiently aside. 

On a big electronic wall map of the southern Pacific, 
a red light winked, marking the location of Tracy Island, 
and towards it, millimetre by millimetre, was creeping a 
broad red band that marked the position and progress of 
the rift eruption. 

The radio bleeped and a voice said, ‘Brains! ” 

“Quiet, please!”’ snapped Brains. “I said I was not to 
be interrupted.” 

“Brains, it’s me—John! I have important information 
for you. You've got to listen, Brains.” 

Brains looked up, blinking. He flicked a switch, On a 
small video screen above his bench appeared the face of 
John Tracy. 

“Er—I’m awfully sorry, John,” he stammered, “I—I 
was so immersed in the problemn——” 
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“That’s okay,” John smiled. “Listen! I overheard a — 
transworld hook-up between eminent geologists and vol- 
canologists. They were holding a conference on this busi- 
ness, I gathered that about a thousand miles south-east — 
of Tracy Island there is an enormous submarine cavern | 
—a lava cavern I think they called i f a 

“Yes, yes!” Brains broke in eagerly. “A cavern which ~ 
was once a reservoir of—er—magma which erupted.” 

“Ts the information any use to you?” 4 
_ “Er—undoubtedly, John. We must grasp at any straw 
in the—er—wind. Thank you, John.” 

Brains switched off and punched buttons on the elec- | 
tronic map. a 

“Ah, here we are,” he muttered. “The Farinas! Why — 
didn’t it occur to me before? Seismograph readings indi- — 
cate that this cavern is hundreds of miles long and extends ~ 
south towards the Antartic, The—um—question is how | 
best to make use of it.” 4 

He spoke into the radio microphone. “Thunderbird / 
One from Brains, Can you—er—read me?” 

“Not too well, Brains,” replied Scott through a storm ~ 
of static. “There’s a lot of interference—radiations from ~ 
the eruption, I guess. What’s the trouble?” 

Brains told him of John’s information. 

_ “The Farinas are a group of small—er—extint volcanic — 
islands formed by the lava ejected from this—er—sub- 
marine cavern, Scott. They are—er—approximately fifty 
miles south-west of your position, Reconnoitre and give — 
me a report on the condition and depth of the craters, — 
please.” ; 

ALB. 

A few minutes later, Scott came through again. “There — 
are three deep craters, Brains. One extends a mile below hi 
sea level.” iy 

“Splendid! I think I have a—er—scheme to save — 
Tracy Island. Please remain there, Scott. I must—er— _ 
consult your father immediately.” iq 

Jeff and Gordon looked round in surprise as Brains, — 
clutching a crumpled chart, hurtled down a chute into the 
hangar, and landed in a heap near them. : 

“Aiming to get yourself packed with the chattels in 
case you’re left behind?”’ asked Jeff, with a wry smile, 
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helping him to his feet. 

“Er-indeed, no, Mr. Tracy!” he stammered. “JI 
would not dream of—er—deserting my post until the last 
possible moment. I was in a hurry to get to you, so I took 
the quickest—um—route.” 

Teff’s tired face brightened. ‘You mean you've worked 
out something, son?” 

“JI hope so, Mr. Tracy.” He spread the crumpled 
chart on the top of a packing case. “As you know I have 
been seeking a way to—er—divert the rift eruption. I con- 
fess that it seemed a hopeless—er—quest, until John came 
through just now with some vital information.” 

He explained about the cavern below the Farinas, trac- 
ing a blue line from the tiny group towards the red- 
marked course of the rift eruption. 

“The islands are only fifty miles south of the—er—line 
of the rift, If we could divert the—er—lava from the rift 
into the—er—reservoir——” 

“By Jupiter, Brains!” Jeff exclaimed. “It’s a great 
idea, But is it possible? Fifty miles is sure some distance 
to breach.” 

Brains blinked rapidly. “I agree, Mr. Tracy. But I er— 
conceived the idea that, if the Mole could bore through 
from the northern end of the cavern to the estimated path 
of the rift ahead of the eruption, the lava would take the 
line of—er—least resistance a 

“Steady on, Brains,” put in Gordon. “The Mole’s bore 
tunnel sure doesi’t seem big enough to tap that lava 
flow.” 

“P-please hear me out, G-Gordon. When Virgil—er— 
retreats through the tunnel in the Mole he will lay ex- 
plosive charges behind him which will be detonated by 
remote control when he is clear. I—er—anticipate the 
result will be another rift, along which the lava would 
flow.” 

Jeff was silent for a moment, frowning thoughtfully. 
Then he said, “I can see snags, Brains. Time is running 
out, but we’ve nothing to lose and everything to gain if it 
is successful.” 

“Byen if it is only partially successful, Mr. Tracy, the 
operation may—er—relieve the pressure on the main rift 
and possibly cause it to stop well short of Tracy Island.” 
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, 
“It’s worth the gamble,” Gordon said. “If it fails we'll 
be no worse off than we are now.” " 
“Sure,” Jeff agreed. “What's the first move, Brains?” 
“Er—Gordon must make a preliminary survey of the 
ocean bed in Thunderbird Four to—er—ascertain with — 
his sonar devices the exact northern limit of the cavern. 
We do not want the Mole to have to drill any further than 
is absolutely necessary.” 
“FAB. Jeff said. “We'd better recall Virgil imme- 
diately.” ; 
Less than ten minutes later, Thunderbird Two, the | 
underwater craft in its pod, blasted off through the deluge 
of spray that was breaking over the runway and thundered 
south-east. if % 
As the great plane approached the dark barren conical _ 
shapes of the Farinas, Virgil said over the intercom: 
“Tt’s not going to be an easy launching, Gordon—not 
with that high sea.”’ 
“You're telling me, brother,” Gordon replied from the 
pod. “Sure glad I’m a good sailor.” : 
At slow cruising speed, Virgil banked about the wave- 
lashed islands. a 
“There’s a small sheltered bay to the west with com- — 
paratively calm water,” he said. “I'll drop the pod there. ~ 
When you're launched I'll lift the pod again in case i's 
driven ashore.” 
“RAB” ‘ 
Under-jets flaring, Thunderbird Two descended slowly _ 
towards the heaving foam-creamed surface of the little — 
bay and released the pod. It struck the water with a great ~ 
splash, riding the swell. The hatch opened to form a ~ 
launch ramp and Thunderbird Four moved down it into — 
the water, angling towards the ocean bed, head beams 
lazing, iy 
Thunderbird Two descended on the pod, raised it. Pre- 
sently Gordon reported; “‘On ocean bottom. Sonar read- ~ 
ings show extensive cavern two miles down. Tracing its 
course northwards.” at 
“TAB.” replied Virgil. “As from now report to. 
Thunderbird One over danger zone. Returning to base to 
pick up the Mole. Good luck!” ‘f 
An hour later Gordon Son “Have reached north- — 









ern limit of cavern. It narrows here to between one and 
two hundred yards for a distance of approximately seven 
miles,” 

In the laboratory, Brains fed information into the com- 
puter operating the electronic wall chart. A red light 
appeared north of the Farinas. 

“That's Gordon’s position,” he told Jeff. 

He pressed a button and a red arrow stabbed out to 
another light which winked on the dotted line charting 
the estimated path of the rift towards Tracy Island from 
the end of the solid red band marking the course the 
eruption had taken from the Chilean coast. 

“Virgil must bore along the line of the arrow,” Brains 
said. “‘His—er—objective is at present five hundred miles 
west of point which the eruption has reached, I estimate 
that he has ample time to reach it and retreat to safety, 
laying his charges, before the lava flow reaches it.” 

Jeft nodded. “It sure looks feasible on the chart, Brains. 
All we can dow now is pray that it works. Brief Virgil. 
The rest is up to him-—-and Mother Nature.” 

Slowly Thunderbird Two descended into the deepest of 
the Farina craters. A few seabirds rose screeching from 
their lofty nests. The only other sign of life was the 
stunted scrub and marram grass that clung to the steep 
crumbling walls of the crater. 

The great plane touched down on the floor of the crater 
far below sea level. Nothing grew down here on the age- 
old dust-layered pumice. The only light was from the 
disc of sky a mile above. 

The plane rose on its hydraulic stilts, leaving the pod 
behind. At the controls of the Mole, Virgil spoke into his 
microphone. ‘‘Ready to roll, Alan.” 

“F.A.B.,” replied his brother from the cabin. “Good 
luck, As soon as you’re well on your way, I’ll pull out 
and stand by. Good luck, Virgil.” 

The pod opened and the Mole rumbled down the ramp 
on its tracked trolley. It made for the north wall of the 
crater, the great screw bit nosed it, then steadily and re- 
lentlessly started to chew into the soft pumice. The Mole 
slid off its trolley and a few moments later it had vanished, 
with only the gaping dark maw of the tunnel to mark 
where it had gone. 
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Alan manoeuvred the trolley back into the pod by re- 
mote control, and presently the plane rose from the crater 
and began to circulate slowly at a thousand feet. 

Switching over to auto control, Alan reported to base, — 
then relaxed in his seat, gazing down at the heaving grey 
waters of the ocean beneath which his brother was boring. — 

All they could do now was wait. 


Brains looked worriedly at his instruments, Jeff, 
watching him, asked anxiously. 

“Something wrong, son?” 

“Er—yes, Mr. Tracy. The eruption rate is greater than 
I estimated. I fear it will pass the—er—rendezvous point 
before Virgil reaches it. [ll tell him to return to the 
pod,” 

Jeffs tired face hardened. It was almost two hours 
since the Mole had started boring. Virgil had maintained 
his schedule, yet now he was retreating, Nature had won 
that vital race against time. 

“Ts there nothing else we can do, Brains?” 

Brains frowned. “The only chance would be to breach 
the side of the rift in the hope of diverting the lava flow 
towards the tunnel. If we could use a powerful enough 
charge, we might cause the rift to link up with the tunnel. 
At the same time the charges laid by Virgil on his way 
would be detonated -——” 

“Then we must try it, Brains.” 

Brains gestured helplessly. ““B-but, Mr. Tracy, the only 
explosive force powerful enough would be Cobaltium 5 _ 
—and we have none.” ‘ 

“Then, by Jupiter!”’ Jeff growled. “We'll get some!” 

He switched on the radio. “Space station from base. 
John, give me a radio link to the World President.” 






Thunderbird Two came slowly down over the tiny 
atoll of Lakos. Its low-walled crater, half a mile across, — 
rose scarcely a hundred feet above the turbulent surface 
of the ocean. “4 

Off to the east a vast wall of red-glowing steam climbed _ 
into the darkening sky. ee 
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From the crater itself rose a sinister plume of oily 
smoke and deep down in it there was an ominous dull red 
glow. 

“Doesn’t look too healthy down there, Virgil,” Alan 
said into the intercom of the control cabin, “Guess she’s 
thinking about erupting.” 

“Yeah,” Virgil replied from the pod, where he was 
seated at the controls of Firefly. “One of the booster vol- 
canoes Brains mentioned. Well, if our luck holds, she can 
boost things our way. Touch down, kid, and let’s get it 


Alan brought the craft to the base of the crater, an 
anxious eye on his instruments. Already the exterior tem- 
perature gauge was leaping up. The heat in the bottom of 
the crater would be terrific. Even Firefly would not be 
able to withstand it for long. But a few minutes was all 
that Virgil needed. 

The craft rose again on its stilts, the pod opened and 
the red and yellow bulk of Firefly Iumbered out, raced 
over the rough ground on its tracked wheels, climbed up- 
wards, lurched over the ragged rim and plunged dowa 
the shallow slope of the interior of the smoking crater. 

Virgil’s lips were dry as he watched his gauges. Five 
hundred degrees already. The cahelium front plate could 
withstand all known temperatures, but there were limits 
ieee the body of the massive fire-fighting vehicle could 
take. 

The crater bottom was near now. The glow came from 
a small pool in the centre, a pool that bubbled and 
emitted a ghastly rumbling sighing sound that sent a chill 
along his spine. 

He reached the bottom a hundred yards from the glow- 
ing heaving pool of lava. Sudden pressure from below 
could send it surging upwards to engulf his machine, and 
even Firefly could not survive that, Racing round the pool 
to the south side, he saw, in the ruddy glow, a narrow 
fissure in the base of the wall. 

“Made to order,” he muttered. “Guess it’s now or 
never.” 

Bringing the vehicle to a grinding halt, he opened the 
cabin hatch, Yellow fumes swirled in at him. Even 
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The pod opened and the red and yellow bulk of Firefly 


lumbered out. 






through the asbestos X fabric of his protective suit he 
could feel the heat, < 

He lugged the red-banded grey cylinder from the anti- 
radiation locker beside him, and clambered down to the 
crater bottom with it cradled in his arms, For a bomb of 
such colossal potential it was ridiculously light, and yet 
in those last few critical moments it seemed to weigh a 
hundred weight. 

The loose pumice dust slipped under his heavy boots, 
and he went down on one knee, hugging the bomb to him 
desperately. 

For an instant he remained there, sweat starting out on 


a. his brow, his eyes on, the heaving pool of lava below. If 
_ the missile had fallen from his arms and rolled down into 


that—— 

He forced himself to his feet, staggered on towards the 
fissure, thrust the deadly cylinder carefully in as far as he 
could, wedging it tight. 

Then he turned and scrambled back, sweat streaming 
down his limbs. Heart pounding, he clambered into the 
cab, closed the hatch, 

The bomb would not be critical until he had activated 
it by remote contro! from Thunderbird, but if there 
should be a sudden surge of lava from that pool—— 

He triggered the motors, swung the ungainly vehicle 
almost in its own length, its tracks churning up the 
pumice in a fine cloud that turned pink in the glow from 
the lava pool. Then he sent it racing back up the slope 
and over the rim. of the crater into the gaping mouth of 
the pod. 

“Okay?” Alan asked. 

“Sure,” he gasped. “But let’s get to blazes out of here 
fast, kid!” 

At ten thousand feet, Alan levelled off, and Virgil, out 
of his protective gear, joined him in the control cabin, 

They looked apprehensively at that vast fiery wall of 
steam and shooting lava stretching away towards the 
approaching night. It seemed to have raced frighteningly 
near. If Brain’s desperate plan failed, they might not get 
another chance to save Tracy Island. 

Virgil looked at the chronometer. “Thunderbird One 
from Two. Come in, Scott!” 
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Fifty miles south, high over the Farinas, Scott said. 


“F.A.B. All set?” 
“Yeah. Synchronise. One minute to zero. Check?” 
“Cheek.” 


Mechanically Virgil intoned the count-down, his eyes — 


fixed on that swiftly turning pointer. 


Beside him, Alan looked down at the ocean, at that 


tiny speck of matter that was the atoll of Lakos and 


which held in its glowing heart the one thing that might 


save their island from destruction. 
Relentlessly the seconds raced away. 


BIBHU n. a SEVEN! as (SIX wanncfiver weer 
Alan held his breath, his throat tight, his mouth dry. 
“Three... two... one... zero!” 


Virgil’s finger stabbed the red button before him. A 
second or two of mental agony. What if the bomb mech- — 


anism had been faulty? What if 





Suddenly that tiny dot on the ocean erupted in a fierce 4 


jet of flame and smoke, and a column of fiery vapour 
and debris climbed rapidly into the darkening sky. 

Almost simultaneously, to the south, the ocean waters 
churned violently along a line stretching away to the dis- 
tant Farinas, then spouted skywards, carrying with them 
rocks and debris from the shattered ocean bed. 

Half an hour later the wall of flame and steam from 
the east reached the spot where the atoll had been. 

Far above, Scott and his two brothers watched. 

For miles around the water boiled frenziedly, there was 
a series of violent explosions, and then vast clouds of 
lurid steam arose, obscuring their vision. 

When the clouds drifted away, night was drawing its 
dark veil over the scene, but that ravaging wall of steam 
and flame and lava debris had turned and was moving 
relentlessly south by west along the line of the submarine 
explosions, 

Scott said wearily into his microphone. “Let’s go, you 
guys. Guess the rest is up to old Dame Nature now.” 

Two days later John Tracy, smiling down from the 
video screen in the lounge of the Tracy house on the 
island base, told them that reports from all over the 
world indicated that the mountainous seas had abated 
and no more devastation was feared. 
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Brain’s plan had been a complete success. The rift 
eruption had hit the vast submarine cavern and its lava 
had flowed into it, southwards towards the Antarctic, 
where its violence had dissipated under the ice cap, 

John raised a glass. <t 

“Here’s to Brains, the genius of Tracy Island!”’ he 

id. Ee 
cine not really!” Brains stammered, “Thinking 
of the idea w-was easier than carrying it out. I think we 
should—er—all toast—er—International Rescue, It—it 
was team work that saved us.” vari 

“Sure, I think Brains is right,’ Grandma said, “I’m 
proud of the whole darned bunch of you!” E 

Jeff chuckled. “You know, the real hero was Cobaltium 
5. Without it we couldn’t have pulled the chestnuts out of 
the fire.”” . 

Scott raised his glass. “Well, here’s to Cobaltium 5. 
After all, that started it. Guess it was only right it should 
finish it.” 
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THUNDERBIRDS IN ARMADA 2/6 


The fabulous Tracy family feature in all the ARMADA 
THUNDERBIRD books; watch them on TY, see the 
colour film at your cinema, and now read John Theydon’s 
exciting books. 


Action and adyenture as the great rocket-ships roar 
across the skies on errands of mercy and rescue, 


THUNDERBIRDS—Introduces the Tracys and their 
London agent, Lady Penelope, with her six-wheeled 
Rolls-Royce. 


CALLING THUNDERBIRDS—Thunderbirds to the rescue 
—this time the scene is Peru. 


THUNDERBIRDS RING OF FIRE 
THUNDERBIRDS ARE GO—Zero II explorer ship 


ehareed after trip to Mars. Can the Tracys rescue the 
crew? 





COLLECTING ARMADA BOOKS 


Now you have finished this story and looked through the list 
of other Armada Books available why not decide to start a 
library of your own? 


A book a fortnight and in a year you could have a wonderful 


_ fibrary. There are Armada Books about famous television 


stories, school stories, pony books, adventure, and of course, 
Enid Blyton. 

Compare your collection with your friends and remember that 
every month new Armada Books are being published especially 
for you, If you have any suggestions for other books or your 


special favourites that you would like to see published in Armada 


write and tell us, we are always very interested to hear from you. 

If you have any difficuity in obtaining any titles you may 
order from us, the publishers, enclosing a postal order for 3/- 
per book (postage included, U.K. only; export markets supplied 
at local prices plus postage). Send your letter and orders to: 


May Fair Books Ltd., 14 St. James’s Place, London S.W.L. 


STINGRAY AND THE MONSTER by John Theydon 


STINGRAY by John Theydoa 
DR. WHO by David Whitaker 
(ia an exciting adventure with the Daleks) 

HOSS OF BONANZA by Alan Holmes 
LITTLE JOE OF BONANZA by Alan Holmes 
BUNTER THE TOUGH GUY OF GREYFRIARS by Frank Richards 
BUNTER’S HOLIDAY CRUISE by Brank Richards 


BUNTER AND THE PHANTOM OF THE TOWERS by Frank Richards 
BUNTER THE RACKETEER by Frank Richards 


by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Capiain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 


BIGGLES IN THE JUNGLE 
BIGGLES IN THE SOUTH SEAS 
BIGGLES IN AFRICA 

BIGGLES HITS THE TRAIL 
BIGGLES—THE RESCUE FLIGHT 
BIGGLES—CHARTER PILOT 
BIGGLES DEFIES THE SWASTIKA 





ARMADA BOOKS continued 


GIMLET GOES AGAIN 
GIMLET MOPS UP 

GIMLET TAKES A JOB 
GIMLET’S ORIENTAL QUEST 
GIMLET LENDS A HAND 
GIMLET OFF THE MAP 
GIMLET GOES HOME 


WILLIAM THE CANNIBAL 
WILLIAM AND THE MONSTER 
WILLIAM—THE GLOBETROTIER 
WILLIAM—THE ANCIENT BRITON, 
JIMMY 

JIMMY AGAIN, 

JIMMY THE THIRD 


GHOST HORSE 
GREATHEART 
SEOKOO 

GREY CHIEFTAIN 
DARK FURY 


DANCING PEEL 
DANCER’S LUCK. 


SILL’S GYMKHANA 

A STABLE FOR JILL 

HLL HAS TWO PONIES 

JILL ENJOYS HER PONIES 
JILL’S RIDING CLUB 
ROSETTES FOR JILL 

JILL AND THE PERFECT PONY 
PONY JOBS FOR JILL 

JILL’S PONY TREK 


STRANGERS AT SNOWFELL 
REDSHANK’S WARNING 

‘THE AMBERMERE TREASURE 
THE SIGN OF THE ALPINE ROSE 
WINGS OVER WITCHEND 

THE ELUSIVE GRASSHOPPER 
LONE PINE LONDON 


‘WISH FOR A PONY 
PUNCHBOWL MIDNIGHT 

THE NIGHTBIRD 

SPIRIT OF PUNCHBOWL FARM 
BLACK HUNTING WHIP 

































by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns — 
by Captain W. E. Johns 
by Captain W. E. Johns | 
by Captain W. E. Johns — 
by Captain W. E. Johns — 


by Richmal Crompton 
by Richmal Crompton — 
by Richma} Crompton 
by Richmal Crompton 
by Richmal Crompton — 
by Richmal Crompton — 
by Richmal Crompton 


by Joseph E. Chipperfield 
by Joseph E. Chipperfield 
by Joseph E. Chipperfield 
by Josepk E. Chipperfield 
by Joseph E. Chipperfield 


by Lorna Hill 
by Lorna Hill 


by Ruby Ferguson 
by Raby Ferguson 
by Ruby Ferguson 
by Ruby Ferguson 
by Ruby Ferguson — 
by Ruby Ferguson — 
by Ruby Ferguson 
by Ruby Ferguson 
by Ruby Ferguson 


by Maicolm Saville — 
by Maicolm Saville 
by Malcolm Saville 
by Maicolm Saville 
by Malcolm Saville — 
by Malcolm Saville — 
by Malcolm Saville 


by Monica Edwards — 
by Monica Edwards — 
by Monica Edwards 
by Monica Edwards 
by Monica Edwards 













Thunderbirds in trouble! International Rescue is 
to fight for its existence against the sinister Hood. 
the World Navy seems against the Tracys. It wants to a 
use Tracy Island to test an atomic missile. It looks as if — 
Jeff Tracy must either break security or see his organis- _ 
ation in ruins. 


But did the Hood triumph too soon? Brains has a plan. 
With the help of Lady Penelope and her Cockney chauf- 
feur Parker, Scott Tracy and his brother can still save 
themselves and the world. 


All the incredible gadgets of _ 


the six-wheeled pink Rolls — 
, sense EO, and of International 
: Rescue's atomic 
Thunder- — 


wa Goh dM birds are 
be , iis ’ used to the 
an : full in this 


exciting story 
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